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- DRAMATIS PERSONE. 
M E N. 


Lo v Dbox. Dost. 


Odavian, Mr. Kemble. Mr. Clinch. - _ 
Virolet, Mr. Barrymore. Mr. Hargrave” , - 
Kilmalheck, Mr. Johnſtone. - Mr. Palmer. 
Rogue, Mr. Aickin. Mr. Hurſt. 

Lupe Tocho, Mr, Parſons, Mr. Davenport. 
Bulcazin Muley, Mr. Benſley, Mr. Duncan. 


x 


 Ganem, Mr. Evatt. Mr. Stewart. 
Officer, Mr. Wewitzer. Mr, Cunningham. 
Ali Beg. Mr. Abbot, Mr. Kennedy. 
1% Moor, Mr. Uſher. Mr. Meadows. 
' 24 Myr, Mr. Cooke. Mr. Kelly. 
„ Muleteer, Mr. Davies. Mr. Callen. 5 
24 Ditto, Mr. Banniſter, Mr. Sherlock. 9. 
3d Ditto, Mr. Bland, 
4 Ditto, Mr. Ledger. | 
Old Gaatherd, Mr. Barrett, Mr. Barret. 
Son, Mr. Palmer, jun. Mr. Fuller. 


1/t Goatherd, Mr. Waldron. Mr. Meadows.“ | 
24 Ditto, Mr. Waldron, Mr. Gaudry. 


Jun. 95 
Sa, Mt. Banniſter, Mr. Moſs.- 
1 jun. | 4 0 4 
N b | ; 1 
W O M E N. | 
oo Haney, Mrs. Bland. Mes. Hitchcock. 
Flaranthe, Mrs. Goodall. Miſs Brett. 
Zorayda, Mrs. Kemble, Mr. Kennedy. 
Guardt, Slaves, Goatherds, Muleteers, Ge. 
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MOUN TAIN E E RS. 


RK IR EES 
SCENE—The G BuLcazin, - 


© Part of the Caſtle with" a Draw-bridge. Zoraydds 


appears at a Window in one of he Towers. 
ViroLET and K1ILMALLOCK. ne, unt. 


— 7 


Kil, Cn 


Ver. How now | moſt-noble Captain Kilmallock 2? 


Kil. 1 wonder if the ingenious Jontleman that 
firſt hit upon digging, tried it with as pleaſant a 


broiling ſun over das we have. By my — 


if he went to W th his Jacket on, it wou'd - 


have warmed it 8 decently. 
Vir. We are ſlaves, Kilmallock, and muſt ſub- 
mit ; but we are 10ldiers of Spain ! Chriſtian fol- 


diers | Both our faith and our profeſſion, when. 


Providence inflits calamity; preach' patience to us: 


Murmurs are fruitleſs, brother ſoldier : the fickle - 
_ goddeſs. of fortune hears not the complaining of *- 


the * worn captive. 


Kil. Truly now, Colonel Virolet, I always un- 
derſtood the good lady was blind, but I was never 
1 e ſhe was * ; Faith, and that I take 

| .A-3- | to 


| | 
F 


to be the nn! 7. 
to liſten, when I have reminded her what a dirty 
devil ſhe has been to me! Firſt, I was toſſed out of 
_ Tipperary into Spain, where I have fought theſe 
ſeven years under Feri 177 5 the Fifth, King of 
Caſtille and Arragon, till the thumps beſtowe on 
me by his Catholic Majeſty's enemies, and be 
hang'd to em, have belabqured me up to the rank 
a Captain. | 
Vi, Right ; of Calatrava ; of which gallaor t 
Order ] boaſt myſelf a member, | 
Ki. Faith and you may boaſt—for my part I 
never had the knack of it; but I have had the ho- 
nour, Signor, of fighting fide by fide with you 
againſt the Moors of Granada here. | 
Vir. And bravely too, good comrade. . 
Kil. All's one for that,—Well pow I have the 
honour to be locked up with yob in the garden of 
an old whiſker-faced Arabian! We have pri- 
ſoners thele three months; and here are a pretty 
. pair of famous Knights, that boaſt themſelves of 
the gallant order of Calatrava, with a bit of a 
ſhovel popt into their noble hands, diggiag Wr. 
like two planters of potatoes. * 
Vir. Yet comfort thee, Kilmallock: Grenada 
Is cloſe befieged z our Royal Maſter, Ferdinand, FR 
Has rais'd and fortified a town near to their walls z: 
Tü, as I hear, a well ſtocked hive of war, 
Teeming with clofe compacted fwarms of foldiery, 
Who will ſo buz about their Moorjſh ears, 
Yea, and ſo ſting theſe thick-ſkinn'd Muſſulinen, | 
That' they will ſmart; to death with t. Noble 
© * comrade, | 
Prove but their arms ſucceſsful, and "twill cut 
A road of freedom for us—Yet that's Thug 
There were, indeed, a ſhorter way. fong.] + - 
3 Kil. Och |, then let us by after be OE: If 
A there are two roads, out of captivity, I am always 
FF . for travelling the ſhorteſt cut, e it bids fair to 


be the neareſt, | | | 
* | „ . Vir“ 


— 


Fir. Come, I will truſt thee 71 do know thee _ 
N brave, r 5 | . 4 
And in the breaſt where fire- ey d courage rears 


= : 


Her rugged throne, {ure honour muſt habit! , 
Yet, dare I truſt thee, [Confidering.]J  _ __ | 
Nil. Dare you! Look'e, Count Virolet, you. 
dare do much, for you are the firſt that ever dare 
1 tell me to my teeth he held my honour in doubt. 
Och ! fire and guns! and St, Dominick to boot ! 
Hark'ee, Sir Don, I was never a bunter after other 
people's ſecrets, as Pm not over fond of keeping 
what does not belong to me; but I am an Iriſhman, 
mark you me ! born a ſubject of his Engliſh Majeſ- 
ty— Heaven profper the King and the Country to 
the end of tine—and if a Spaniard, Frenchman, 
or elſe, dare touch upon our 'honour, by my ſoul 
we'll fillip 'em ſoundly for daring to call it in 
queſtion, - a 


Ni. Friend, were the merits of thy nation 

. fann'd © © {44 77 
From one particular, and thou the ſample, 
I ſhou'd effirm thy countrymen all heart: 


Stuff '& with ſuch various many qualities, 
| That it doth grievouſly perplex their heads 
8 To find fit ſeaſons when to exerciſe them. 
| He who doth take offence before tis meant, 
Hop Is in himſelf offending, Sir, it dwelt not 
; Within my thought to anger you.  * 45 
Kil. It did not? Give me a ſhake of your Spa- 
niſh fiſt; Signor, I entreat your pardon. Beſhrew 
me, Count, I ani as far from giving an inſult wrong 
fully, as 1 am from taking one; and if I am ih f 
e 2 talk of, mark down this for my country- 
men, if it pleaſe you if my head miſchances to tun 4 
itſelf in the dark againſt the feelings of another, = 
my heart bids —_ through fire-and water for his 
ſarvice, by way of reparation. -* © - 
Vir. The ſpirit of-thy warm and kindly nature 
Shines thre“ thy ſpeech, rough ſoldioer. Hear me, 
Wes comrade— 4 80 * 
Then kao the Governor ??: 
= | | 40 0 : ; . | | ZII. 


PRs p | 

-Kil. What ! the Moor, Bulcazin Muley, our 
| " maſter, as he calls himſelf, as errant an «+ 4a 
Vir. Your patience. 
This ſame Moor who holds us captives, _ 
x Has one fair daughter, beauty's paragon; 
. Each evening as the ſun begins to fink | 
F - Behind the mountain 's top, in vonder tow' r 
| She kts, and im a ſimple,” mournful F 
* Pours forth a ſtrain of native melody 1 
| \ That doth enchant the-raviſh'd hearer”: ; foul; ; 
[| Outwarbling Philomel. 

Kil. And certain, an afternoon's og is a mighty 1 
pretty refreſhment to a Jontleman who. has 2 | 
turning up; the mould for eight hours together ;_ 
but ſor the life of me now, I cannot. gueſs how it 

will give him ſtrength to ſqueeze through the . 
fications of Grenada. 

Vir. Briefly— To ſweet Zorayda am I ſworn, | 
And ſhe, fair ſoul, to me. Some two months back, 
Worn with fatigue, and leaning on my ſpade, 

In penſive fort, under the Cork- tree boughs 1 
That wave beneath the ſullen turret's window, ; 
A female hand, ftretch'd-through the lattice work, 
Let fall a letter to me: thus it ran— j 
« am at heart a Chriſtian . | 
« You have I fingled out; Son ior fares: have | 
% And fortune and Zorayda are wur — 
Kil. Och I the crature ! 
Vir. Oft to her window have I ſtole at duſk; - 
When from the tow'r a filken cord has dropt; 
And thus, in mute exchange, we have convey'd | 
Our written vows, for ſpeech were * 
Her father (chief about the 3 Nins) | 1 
He Holds the towns keys in charge. N ä 
Kil, The keys 22 15 
Vir. Aye, comrade. —Our projets xipeo ; the | %+ 
bas willd me bring 15 
A choſen friend to back my ent rize, *. 
And thou art be whom. I ſelect, leaks. | a f 

Kil. Faith, Count Virolet, and you have choſen 

E handſomely as heart can defire.—For tbe one 


” 


— 83 

may ſearch the world over — you find any 

better prepared than an Iriſhman+. . _ ; 
Vir. Day wears. apace, ond the be cool eee 


| breeze! 
Blows freſh and Creetly,—Liken | 
| Zorayde C the. 28. fowl: 


Inno ſhe * 1 on by e 
er true Love's gone, 


7 . cold as flone, 
| Poor Onna now muſt wear the willow, 


| Brwatlng, Beauailing, all the gr as 2: 
He lies in gore, E 
ab Her lows no more, 
Pow On RA's Lears are wine... 


Al. Oh: bleſſings on ter. pretty little Maori 
throat | She warbles for all the world as natural * 


a Chriſtian. 
[4 band waver te Virelen 
Vir. 4 > BE? 80 fel 
Fo or br ſhe waves me to to'ard. the Call. Com- 
e, 


Tatry, 1 ay chan: near + this ſpot awhile; 
I'll, croſs. the moat, and at the eaſtern gate. 
Try for admiſſion, I had near forgot, 
Shou'd Sadi paſs along, the dappet Moor bs. 
Who guards the ſlaves and parcels out our labour, 75 
Draw him afide—Zorayda's en treat, 
And love the Patch doth bear a female ſlave, 
Hath won him to us. Should he play the churl, 
As he is wont, then be this ring thy token, 
And he will ſoften ſtrait. ERROR, farewel | 
No fortune be PRISM, 
(Exit: aver the Drown 


wut 


Kil, What a recreation it-is to be in love I It fets 


the heart aching ſo delicately, Were's no taking a 
b 2 e 


„ 9 
1 1 © 86 - R 
7 1 * . 17 | * 


% 


10 ; 
wink of fleep for the pleaſure of the pain. Cupid, 
as the poets feign, is ſtone-blind ; troth and they 
feign very truly, or this Lady Moor (86 diſparage- 
ment to the Count) had never caſt the eyes of 
affection on a Spaniard, . and let a Jontleman of 
Tipperary ſtand by without beſtowing a glance on 
kim. (Sad; ' ſpeaks without). Yonder trots Sadi, | 
head ſhepherd over the flock of ſlaves. "Tis near 
128 and he comes to pen us all up in the man- 


Enter Sapr and two Moors. 


Sadi. Out on't!-I am ſun-roaſted, like an over- 
ripe fig, till Lm ready to drop. It looks well, now, 
that I drudge and you fland ftill=-a'nt you two 
placed under me, you lop-ear'd knaves you? 
Moors. We are, good Sadi, - 034 | 
Sadi. Oh! cry you mercy? It ſeem'd you had 
2 the rule of office in all well- governed 
ates, -” 
1/7 Moor, What is it, Sadi? | 
Fadi. What is it, Sadi? Marry this it is, ſirrab, 
and ſee you mind it—wher large pay is given for 
high employment, tis the head man's care to take 
the money, and the -deputies' to do the work, 
Therefore ſhew vigilance in your departments of 
labour, as J, like my brother great men, give ex- 
ample of my regularity in my more lofty taſk of 
receiving % eee Remember, tis the order of 
our maſter, Bulcazin Muley, that ye look narrow- 
ly to the ſlaves. | . 
24 Moor. I did ne'er relax hold the Chriſtians 
in mortal hate; tis meat and drink to me to ſcourge 
W LEG, | 
Sadi. Thou haſt indeed, friend, a tolerable twiſt 
that way; thy mind is of the true Mahomet kid- 
ney, with the right ſavage maw of a Muſſulman, 
No one can lay to thy charge the guilt of humanity 
g to- l have noted the diligence of thy cruelty, 


* 


and it ſhall go hard but I will ſo order it, that, ere 
| long, 


p 11 
long, your deſerts ſhall be ſhowered upon you in 
plentiful thickneſs. | 8 
24 Moor. 1 thank thee; Sadi ; I ſhall look for thy 
remembrance.  ; _ | ” * | 
Sadi. Content thee, friend, thou ſhalt ſhortly | 
carry the marks of it. How now, Chriſtian ? 
255 IO Kilmallock, ub comes down,] | 
Lil. How now, Moor. 3 | 1 
Sadi. You muſt away with me, the ſun is near | 
| 


PSS a i Lei ih * 


a- bed. 95 1 
 Kil. Faith then, Maſter Sadi, I ſhall een walk | 
this garden a ſmall half hour, till he puts out the 
; candle. 2 
: Sad. Were Uto chuſe, now, I would deal with 
. a dozen bluſhing captives, rather than one Iriſh or 
c Engliſh. There is, as it were, a fort of a. ſteady, 
cool method of freedom about theſe Iflanders, (as | | 
1 if it grew to em) that keeps its dignity better tbas |} 
"ih any other nation in Chriſtendom. Come on, Sir,— 1 
you muſt forward. (Urging him). . 
Kil. Hark'ee, Mr. Sadi the Moor, - but you 
muſt ſerve me, ſo you are ſafe; indeed, when a 
man's in captivity, and would ſeek favour of a 
rogue who has two more at his back, 1 do not hold 
it altogether wiſe to thump him into kindneſs ; ſo, as 
J would be private here, here's a couple of 
doubloons, ſaved from the ould plunderer, your 
maſter, to leave me to my meditations, 5 
Sadi. Why, look e, Chriſtian, it pleaſed Mahamet 
and my father, when they made me, to make me a 
Moor. My mother was an humble vaſſal here, 
coop'd up for life, like an old hen, in the caſtle ; 
and they found me one morning. hatch'd in Bulca- 
Lin's houſe, a new bit of his live property. I was 
brought up from the ſhell to the buſineſs I am put 
upon. It may not haply hit my humour to crow 
over the captives ;. but if ever I take wing, and fly 
from the ground of. my duty, truſt me, Chriſtian, 
I ſha'nt be tempted to it by the ſcanty grains thrown 
in my way by the neceſſities of the unfortunate. 
Put up your money Chriſtian, The 


e 


5 
* 


I Faith and 1 will, This is the bell Bantam 
2 whole black brood of Granada, and I would 

t every Jontleman of England diſcharged bis 
truſt with as much honeſty and feeling as my friend 
Here of the copper complexion. Ybu'll conſent 
then, my honeſbfellow, to my u a folitary trot 
here without-retuuneration ? 
Sad. I dare not. My maſter is Tevere ; kit ſer- 


vants, pre mm -with jealouſy and ſuſpicion; each 


is ever a ſpy on his fellow. Were I found negli- 
ent, upon 15 fight a ground too, I could not an- 
er it. Twere danger of my place, my ite, 


N 8 
| I HNImallock eu the Ring.] 
Eh! um oh ſtand back you knaves, or , 
the Nlaves).. | Zotayda! | 
Kit. Coun Virolet==0n to the Castle. 
Sad. (To the flaves.F Fellows, this fool's refrac- 
tory ; I'll along with him. to our maſter at the 
Ca pot Bee - but to the next turning, then leave 
me, ve, 3 I'll manage him from thence, I war- 
rant. » K 
Face 0 the moat, you rogue! Oh! what! you 
come > about "friend, 00 vou! On flave, on- 
[Exit, following Kilmallock over the b 
in a ſeeni menacing manner. 
ſlaves Perf | . 


SCENE, 4 Chamber of Bvxcatth Mouay's 
N Enter Burcazis and GANEM., | 


© Bull. Bets eat the Spaniards' army, ſay you? 

Why by Allah, Ganem, its not credible ; * 

It is a Chriſtian fiction, I've no faith in 1; "os 

' 1 haye no faith in any thing that's Chriſtian, — 

It cannot be. 

Gan. It is moſt certain, Sir : 

Our ſpy is now return'd, who took their number... 

1 — with vantage of the cooling * 
t 


umallock) Why, how now, ſirrah! | 


That ſtilly fann d the parch'd and ſun-crack'd 
e os 3 Re * 
King Ferdinand, before his new- built town, 
That braves our walls, in perſon did review 
Full fiſty thouſand Spaniſh men in arm; 
Luſty and freſh ; their poliſh'd coats of mail 
Gleani'd in faint pride beneath the filver moon, 
Which hung in maiden ſorrow o'er their heads; 
As looking pale at men intent on ſlaughter! 
Bull. oO may the peſt'lent dew of vap'rous 
night 1 
Pierce to their marrow ! Sap their heated bones ! 
The flagging air blow hot and moiſt upon em 
May the 15 h Prophet who protects our battles, 
Pour from the ponderous and ſcowling clouds, 
Deluge on deluge down ! till the ſwol'n Darro 
O'erflo w its limits, and the ſodden Chriſtians 
Rot, like ſtarv'd carrion; in the drowned field ! 
What l has the King ſent for me? 


* & 


Gan. Ere now he waits your coming, at the, 


Alhambra. Yo | 
Bul. * attend his bidding Stay Come 
, c , 2 , #1 


Evermore to and fro! evermore care! 9 

Council ! diſpatches! court] moſque! garriſon! 

T reading the city's avenues, to goad _ 

The ſluggiſh guard to duty ! Then at night, 

Eves-dropping, to entrap the mutineer ; - 

Or plodding by the blue and paly lamp, 

In painful rumination !/—This it is : 

To be a Governor! A dogged mule, 

T hat climbs the craggy mountain-with his load, 

Enjoys a liſe of caſe to t I do envy "Bp, 

The vileſt beaſt that ſweats beneath his burthen: 

For mine's upon the brain! Dull, thoughtleſs 
hound, | 

Why art not gone? (To Ganem). 9 

Gan. It was your will, ſo pleaſe you, W 
To call me back again, * 7 6 


—_ Giaffer arrive ere my return, 5 


- = 
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— . | 14 | | % 
"Bud. Oh! true, good Ganem.— 
So to Zorayda, my daughter. tell her, 
Ere I go forth I would fain ſpeak with her. 
(i Ganem) 

There is Aether toll To tar a daughter, 
And watch'the youthful ſhoots of — : 
In a | nn growing girl. Sbe has | ſeem'd fad of 
| ate; 


15 
1 


But yeſternoon as I did ne wo 


In caſual talk, when ſhe had been at wal woes 
A Tealing tear dropt from her cheek u 100. 
At moſque the filly fool is yapouriſh ! 

Her mother, that's dead, was Ohriſtian——Um 1 
On Mahomet, if that 1 thought "twere ſo © 
My ſeymitar ſhou'd——Piſh I. it cannot — 

Sweet wench, 1 wrong her! Ta 


Enter Zoxarba. 


Zor. 1 am here, fathet,—would you have bt | 
_ with me? | 
Bul. Come VOIR wench, I muſt to the Al- 8 


hambra; 


_ There is a writing ſeal'd up in my cabinet, 
(This is the — you muſt deliver to him; 

hy does'nt take it, dreamer? My Zorayda! | 

Art thou not well, my child 7 Why doſt thou. i 

- -- tremble? 

Zor. 'Tis that your ſternneſs terrifies me, father. 
My heart's brimful when you are kind to me; 

And my eyes too—no wonder then 1 wennn 
When you ſpeak aogrily ! 

Bal. My dear, dear daughter! 
Cheer thee, my chitd, The duties which of late 
"Do throng upon me, may go nigh, belike, © 
To make me ſomewhat Sean. Theſe vile Chri- 

tian c 
ver thy poor father fore, Zorayda. Wor'd it not 
glad thee 
To dee theſe dogs C44 chro our town in _ ? 


F — 


%. 


Zr. No, 3 father g AER 


For when the Caplives paſs that dig . | 


Pining in wretchedneſs, and ſpirit broken ; 


Poor hearts! I turn my head aſide and weep, ; 


To ſee a fight fo piteous. Surely, Father, 
When Heaven made man, it never was ordain'd_ 


That they ſhould make their tellow e, 


And gall em with ſuch cruelt 
But. i How now ! 


Dat lean to em? Obſerve me well, Zorayda 
I do miſdoubt thee heavily ea, heavily. | 
Theſe Chriftians, on' whoſe miſeries your eye, 
Laviſh in baby bounty, dro TP 
Have been our nation 's 

.- readily 9 8 
Suck poiſon trom a cold * ſpeckled toad 3 
And, as as I drain'd his venom, think the bees 
Diſtill'd their mountain honey on my lip, 
Than ſmother in my breaſt that rooted hate, 
I bear a loathſome Chriſtian | Mark me girl {ſ— 
Thou art my heari's dear love; do not * 

changeling. 

Shoud'ſt mingle with my ſoul's antipai hy, 
Unmov'd I'd ſee thee droopiog on a death-bed, . 
And let my curſe fall bitter on as! TAE ont 
And ſo farewell! Exit. 
, es * now, Agnes f 


Enter Acnzs. * 


Agn. Haſte you, Madam! Count Virolet is u- 
| eaſy at your ſtay ; be is ſtalking to and fro. your 


chamber, to give his Tre exerciſe : * 


pleaſe you go, Madam 
Zar. — wench —and further than it may pleaſe 


© Girl, *. 33 my father, loud i in anger; 
He has ſo wrung me with unkindly words, 
And all about theſe Chriſtians — 


Wen thou me what wee wwe follow, Agnes 
| | en. 


gel 1 cou'd more 


— ——— , 


my beart had broke with ſorrow, 
You took me to you, and dried the tears that 


vi 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
|; 
' 


16 
| hn I have but a thallow wit to ae "RN 
but 1 wou'd, for my on part, do like the *Spanith 
girls, when they have opportunity. 
Zor. And what do they, when fathers prove un- ; 


kind ? 
An. They run away, landen. 


| within me ; 
Yet I can ne'er forget. my mother's counſel, 
As I watch'd by her on the night ſhe died; 
And there is ſomething here that whiſper's me 


I thall not be at peace till I am Chriſtian, 


Should Virolet's entreaty, and the barſhneſs 
T meet with here at home, ' haſten wy Wight, 
Would'ſt follow, Agnes? 


- Agn. Follow you? Oh the Virgin I it bse little 


love to follow you into liberty 3 1 1 bad the 


means to ſhow more. 


| Zor. Wherefore, good. Agnes? | 
| gn. Becauſe you have been kind to me. I was 
brought here a flave, torn from my poor old/father ; 
1* for yon, Lady. 


ran trickling down my face' with words of comfort 
and co 12 My forinnes have been always 
humble, 


love thole whoſe charity and goodneſs had preſerv- 
ed it. I could follow you thro the world, Lady. 


Tor. Sweet heart, I thank thee. Liſten to me; 


__ Agnes— 
My father will return anon; meanwhile 
1 chance which never may be ſal again) : 
have his cabinet in charge; he keeps the 174% 
Of the little weſtern gate, thro' which, in pribats “ 


but I can be grateful and truly; 
and I ſhou'd {4 weary of my life, if 1 forgot to 


+ 


: Beſhrew me now, my heart 4 fk 


He's wont to paſs forth from the city en 


mowd me 
With reaſons ſtrong and honey feet perfuiion 1 
We muſt away to-night, | 
Agn. Tonight, Loy?! «id e 
. Or never, on” N 15 
ar. 


3 17 
Agn. What, and unprotefted, Madam ? | 
Zor, No, irolet will guard us. 97 92 
Aen. T Ne yet he's goes one, and in 
the night'] am apt to>feel diſhearten'd. 1 could 


with no 


Zor, What, girl!? 
Agn, Why, of a truth, then Madam, if Sadi 
went with us, methinks | ſhould feel more valiant. 
Zor. f heed, good Agnes —ſearch thy boſom 
wel 
Nor draw this half converted Moor along, 
To ſwell thy giddy pride and woman's lightneſs.. 
My purpoſes are pure aod ſolemn, Agnes, 
Did not a holy light direct my courſe, 
Not all the love which I do bear to Virolet 
Could tear me from a father. Therefore Agnes 


| Probe well thy heart ;..if thou doſt find itfieady. 


Unto. this Moor, bong him away with thee ;. 

Elſe, ſully not my ſacred enterpriſe | 

With ill beſeeming levity. Anon 4 

Thov'lt find me in my chamber. Exit. 
Agn. What a world of pains it ſaves to have one's 

mind ready made up to be married at ſhort notice! 


I bad loſt elle the time for my journey, in debating 


on the fineſs of my company, Heigho l I would 
my Sadi were a ſhade lighter—no ſla ve driver in all 


| Granada has a ſweeter diſpoſnion. Father Sebaſ- 


tian, * captive here, good ſoul | ſays, that when a 
Moor turns Chriſtian, faith will work any thing—I 
wonder if it ever whuens the Kin. Bating bis com- 
plexion, Sadi is as proper a wan, with the beſt 
curl'd hair of any in Spaia, . Would the evening 


a were "as: and the * proces: * the 
night. 


1 


AIR 


es be be bak 0 
When the liuile Fifer hangs lis bead, 
Ful and mute 
The Mooriſh Flute, 285 
1 * 3 And 


I8 


FL And nad Guards watch wearily * 
"Then evil} wwe, | | 


Fron Pr ee, 
| March out by —— 


5 Then will aue, Se. 


ibo FY Mooriſh Cymbals 0 by N 
When the brazen Trumpets ſbrilly br "ay * 


Phe Slave in wain, | © 


May then complain, 

on yanny and Knawery : C97 
Would he know e 
His time togo © 


a ity ip from Slavery. 
f 2 Would be Ha; Ce. 


OY '3 +786 bs ihe dais Brea beat to bed, | 


When the little Fifer hangs his Lead, 
Still aud mute | 
| | The Movriſh Rute, Ib 
And 9 Guards watch wearily 3 
O then nu be. 
VD Priſon free © 
March out by * cbeerily. 
a O then muſt 1 Ce. 
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wy Hiſt ! TI Agnes, whither err 
An. | was going to the Lady Zorayda. Thou 


art come to my very wiſh, 


Sai. So ſee what luck is ! that the  appenratce "of 
a man Moor ſhould tickle thus the inclination of a 


little the Chriſtian ; daft really with to ſee me, 


Agnes ? | 
Agn. You have been always welcome to me, 


| Sadi, ever ſince you brought me the little purſe of 


piaſtres to ſend to my father, whois in want; though 
the Lady Zorayda's bounty prevented my taking 


it. I love thee for thy heart dearly, Sadi: 


Sal. [ doubt, now, - whether that ben't the beſt 
— _ thing 


19 


thiog about man women can take a fancy to; afier 
all! "Shou'd a knave that could be flinty-hearted to 
a poor girl in diſtreſs, fall in my way, and propoſe 


to chop natures with me, I would not change with 


him, though his face were as white as a cauliflower, 
Kifs me, Agnes—'Tis thus 1 have been converted. 


Aen. Nay e SOPEASES 

Sadi, By * maſs tis true; Had forty fat "WM 
faild in preaching Mahowet out. of me, thy lips, 
Agnes, would convince me. 

' Agn. Prithee liſten —the Lady Zorayda will away 
to-night. be 
Sadi. I gueſs'd as much. | 
An. Aye marry why ſo ? 


Sadi. There is a captive now waits for Virolet, his 
ſworn friend, who is to be partner in the flight; He 


ſeems well fitted for danger and ſecrecy—he's both 
brawney and faithful; I would bave brought him 
hither, but I was told you were here, Agnes. 


Agn. Well Sadi thou know'ſt Pm truſted with all. 


Sadi. True; but to be plain, he's of the Iriſh na- 


tion; and when a man would talk buſineſs wih a fe- 
male, thoſe of his country are noted for wy off 
her attention. 


Agn. Out on thee ! thou would'ſt turn jealous 
ſhortly-; well, night. is near, and when I'm away 


with the Lady Zorayda thou wilt think kinder. of 
me. 


Saadli. How I what! doſt thou 8 wich her Agnes? 
Agn. Surely. 


Sadi. What, and leave—um— 


w Woud'ſt have me tarr ry behind why my 
e 


good Lady is in danger, and loſe too the means of 
reedom ? thou know'lt that—why what is it ails 


thee Sadi, art not well? 


Sadi. Yes ; nothing 1— tis the cholic, Agnes, 
to night ſaid you? 


2 Ay Sadi—and here—T have a little Rofary 
you 


all keep it for my ſake, let me tie it on thy 
neck—ſo—thou'lt think of me now 7 ſometimes when 
thou look ſt at it Sadi, 


Saal 


| 


thou 
but PI not upbraid you——Allah bleſs you Agnes! 


ſo tightly, that were 
| far; on't would never out of my memory, 


' wel 


uba, 74775 
94 5 N 
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"adi. Agnes 1—I cannot well ſpeak at preſent, 1 1 
ht we had bid fair to ſtick together thro? life; 


and ſhou d you meet a lighter ſkin'd lover, may he 
be as fond and as faithful as the poor duſky fellow 


you leave behind you. 


1 Aen. Nay, but Sadi. ' | 1 * 
Sadi. Farewell! 1 looked ſhortly to have been 
taken to be chriſten'd, had you proved ſteady to 


me; I'm now neither Moor nor Catholic, and 
ſhou'd thy unkindneſs wear me to the grave, I can 


claim little beiter than pye-bald burial. Go Agnes, 
and happineſs be with. you ! 


-, Agn. And when I go $ Rep wihou you, Sadi, 


may 1 never know what it is to be happy again. 
Saal. Eh! wry . 

An. Oh my poor dear Sadi | forgive the pain 1 
have put thee © but you ſeem'd jealous of me, Sa- 


di ; and in puniſhing You for it, ſhrew . ] þ 


but I have ſmarted myſelf. _ r ae” 
Sadi. Now cou'd | be diſplealed in my turn, were 


I not too glad to be angry—your hand, Agnes, I 
have offended and thou carry'ſt the who Fry not 
fear findipg me guilty 775 


n.; for thou ha a it on 
| to live a thouſand years, the 
Agn. Comfort thee, Sadi; the Lady Zorayda has 
conſented that thou ſhoy'dit along with me ; liberty 


is now before me, and as thou loveſt me, let us 


away; prepare thee quickly, for night is coming on. 
' Sadi, Farewell maſter] I will pack up ſtra it, with 


ye years pay, a true heart, three ſhirts, Chriſtia- 
nity in my head, and thee under my arm, will I 
this night take a long, long farewell of Granada, — 


Haog care and a guittar at thy back Agnes, and 
| jog merrily on over the mountains into Anda- 
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Ob! wy T awoney-moor, ein hows, | 
Climb the mountain N truelove; 
Tue muſſeplay? 1. 
Tour ſaveet Guiltar a tinkling, S, 5 


'Li en to his Sp i/b Lady. 1 
1 . Tp tanki , tanks, tanks, — Ha, a 2 
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N Gn Toto knots, © om: 
3 ä 
114 From Agnes flray ? * "Reg 
| While thei Gute thing, 8 l. Fi 
| Love no other en, 
22 Io oY | Tang nk, 6. 
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Then my Guittar a tinMing, Sadi, . ee i e by 
I now your Spaniſh we 
Tang * 2 | 


. . 


540 SCENE, The Mooriſb Market Place. 


20 * march to the front of the $ tage, . f 


e ee, - ins 


* Officer. Ali Beg, . wi ap 
Ali. Here, my Pacha. 


ww" Ali, having this day rais'd 4 from the - 


ranks, 


7 
x 8 
* 


Et IS 
- ranks, *tis fit I do commend the care with which 

thou haſt drawn forth the Soldiers ; how long halt 
thou borne arms? : | 


Ali. Five and twenty years ſo pleaſe you, the 
laſt Moon of Maharram j | 


Officer. And ſee, thou art now promoted, —mark 


Ali I the advantage of the Muſſulman army—while” 
the worn-out Catholic ſoldier retires, that a youn- 
Zier man may fill his place, then is the happy Moor 
. advanced to all the glorious fatigues of duty, His 
Ching bones never drew upon him the neglect of 
his Officer, who heaps_three»fold employment upon 
his aged ſhoulders in reward of his paſt ſervice —— 
Thou haſt now, Ali, the full pay of thy deceaſed 
predeceſſor. . otic 69%? age 
Ali, Thy fave thanks thee, noble Pacha. 
\ _ Officer, Out of which All, thou haſt to maintain 
his four widows left behind him.—Bleſs thyſelf, Ali, 
that thou art born to fight under Mooriſh leaders, 
who are diſtinguiſh'd by fuch charity as is. never 
thought of in a Chriſtian army. Is each man here 
according to the roll ? 
Ali, All. . 
Officer. I will frſt addreſs them ! then Ali, march 
them to their poſts for the night— Moors and Sol- 
diers | under the renowned Boabgilli Mabomet Chi- 
_ -quito, King of Granada Tie the regard of your 
commander now cautions you, that you relax not 
from your charge: My tenderneſs bids 52 vigilant 
thro' the night, that ye may ſcape the bow-ſtring, 
to which, I ſhou'd otherwiſe ſentence you in the 
morning. The true ſoldier, thinks his duty a plea- 
fure ; and none of you my honeſt fellows, on pa in of 
| death, ſhall forego the pleaſure of your duty, — 
The Spaniards who. beſiege us are Chriſtians, you 
are Moors, —remember you fight in the cauſe of 
your religion - maintain its amiable doQrines to the 
laſt, and ſhow your enemies no mercy—now to 
your watch ! where, out of kindneſs, I forbid you to 
fortify your ſtomachs againſt the air of the mn 
n or 


* 
— 
a 
” * 
P 4 . 
_ , J 
- . £ 
1 


a 


— 23 
. 
- 


for he who lifts wine to his mouth, wy worthy 
friends, ſpeedily loſes his bead. Strike "and away | 


| FINALE, a CHORUS. 


The Sun is ſunk, and from afar, 2b | 
Ses the pale ight Evening Star 3 wy _ 
2 Wal re OOTY 

' ly ſcreechin . 5 
© Thro the air ber death- o | Bw 
And at the Sick Man: flaps 3 
While on the rampart * and fleep, 
" Their filent waich the Centries hees. 
Hark / to the heavy rolling Drum. 
| The hour of ni r e ane. 0 
Luſty Moors ! 730 command, 


March t , and tak 
c 6 your poſt « your land. vEO! 
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Miles alt wats 2 in th Half Blot. 
* . 


Ladder d to the f. 
og We 0 | 


41 the Multicers 2 drinking, Lore 4 Te ocuo 
| 044 ing. 


[Lorsz. 


$ > * 


RAVELY pull's gallants, and merrily | of all 


the tuggers at a bottle, give me your noble 

entlemen Carriers, who wile away the heavy hours, 
in the amuſing en of driving Mules over the 
mountains. | 

" 1} Multteer. Contaie mine hoſt, in reſpect to 

deep drinking, we Muleteers have hard heads. 
Lap. Nay that ye have; ye are a pack of the 
hardeſt heads of mae in Spain. 

2d M. Hark'ee, *. * 2 Tocho, mine hoſt ! 

Lap. What ſay ye, Signor? 8 
2d M. Methinks the Kid you gave 1 us at ſupper, 
had ſomewhat of an unſavory ſme 

as it were, ſtink moſt abominably. 
Lap. I know not well how that could be, Signor; 
for I have beſtow'd wondrous pains an it theſe three: 
weeks paſt, to keep it ſweet for delicate eating 
and right Malaga, there is not an Inn can watch me 
between this and Antiquera, _ 


% M. Haſt any news firriog i in theſe parts, ho- | 


neſt Lopez. 


Lop. War Gentlemen, war with the Vw ; we 


are here on the ſkirts of their kingdom of Granada; 
aud in the very heart of thoſe ſkirts, as I may ſay, 


: King F erdinand of 9 and Arragon does wy 
moſt 


/ 


— 


| with it ; it did 


% 


ns, . 


— T 
8 3 
5 - 


ſor the blind Mule? 


moſt cloſely ſtick ! St. Jago be his ſpeed ſay I—1 
ci-uld never away with theſe Infidele—their's muft 
- 1iceds be a devil of a religion that forbids 9 ? 


mg of wine. { a . 
2d M. One op to the Chriſtian cauſe mine Hoſt, 
Lage. Right willingly—confufion to the barba- 
rous Moors, and may ” For ug of Fc 2 * 
zole never want loving ſubjedts to drink hi pe- 
= and give the enemies of humanity a drubbing ! 
( All drink, | 


didft bethink thee to 


get my Pack-ſaddle mended 
3d M. Truly Brother I cared not to pay five good 
Reals when I may never chance to ſee them again. 

4th M. Santa Maria! (farts up) reflect on the 


honour of a Spaniard ] Death and my Muſtachios } 


thou ſhalt not live. (Draws bis Stilletto,) - 
Lap. Nay—Gentlemen! here's goodly work! 


4th M. [pres Perez, as ye paſſed thro Cd. dora, 


9 


Sweet Signor of the Mules, you miſtook him ho- 


nour is a delicate matter—he could not mean it— 


noble driver of the beaſts, be pacified. | | 

40 M. Wound my integrity ! tis dearer io a 
iard than life tis an «ffront cannot be mended } 
Lope. It ſhall, honourable Signor, and your Pack- 


ſaddle too, good friend—throw the cold water of 


your repentance. oa the fire of his anger come 
come, *twas a haſty ſpeech—ſay ſo and be friends. 
M. Well, I meant not to wound his honour. 
pe. See there now | . * | 5 A 
4% M. I am content—'ut remember io ſuture, 


Brother, what's due to a Spaniard—inſult him, and 


he'll. compaſs the globe for revenge—your hand 


my honour's ſatisfied; we'll clean our mules toges 
ther in fellowſhip as uſual. . W 
Lobe. By'r Lady tis ſenfibly ſaid many a noble 


life has been loſt on a point of bonour no more diſſi- 


cult to be ſettled than this—another cup to drowu 
animoſiiy. 1 | 
e E 1 If, 


—  —— — 
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tf M. 'Content—and.then to reſt ; "is deep mid- 
night, and we muſt riſe betimes on our Way to 

De: Maſs ! you Muleteers | in the way of pleaſant || 
travelling bave a weariſome life of it, 

1% M. The Grandee, mine Hoſt, that ſleeps upon 


down, dreams little of our hardſhips, Het we can be | 1; 
merry too let us troll a round, and then 80 firetch 4 
on the ſtraw, _ MY 
GL BR 7, ; 
You tigh- born Spaniſh Neblemen, you Dens and — 

liers ; 
Ab little to you think. upon the lowly Muleteers 3 | 

To earn an boneft livelibood, whe IE what ys We : 

by TT Small our gain, 


15 Great our pain; 3 N 
Ober ile bill, or the plain, . | 
» Parcb'd with heat, oench'd with rain, 
| Still the Muleteer muſt go. | | 


When darkneſs tos 45 our Mules to 
Fatigu'd and ſpent, what joy we feel, to. 2 
| vuiſb dfor Inn, { 
We drain the Wine-keg jollily, awe boſe it to and fre, 
7 Mile io ſlecp, 
A, ve creep, 1 
Marilone s may weep, 
That when aay-light, does ON | 
| Then the Pn: muſt 80. 


[Knocking at the door, and woice calling} | 
(Wubout) Soho ! within there. 

Lope. Travellers, by St. Dominick !. and, by the 
noiſe, of authority —Paſequillo—Parequills — 
(Knocking again) Ah | *tis ever thus I I never knew 
your great man on the wrong fide of the houſe, that 
ever ceas'd his clamour till he got in. Parequillo look 

to 


we 


mW” a * 


to the gate. Signors a good reſ. That way to your | 


ſtraw chamber, Gentlemen. | 4+: 

1/t M. Pis fit we be call'd by times mine Hoſt, 

Lop, Parequillo, knock at the Gentlemens ſtable 
door by day-break : (Kneothing fil) Out you gap- 
ing rogue run to the gate. [Exit all but Lopez) I 
fear me the tough old Cock will never crow“ day- 
light again,“ fix years he has ſerved me for a dial, 
and now muſt, | twiſt his neck to give theſe gal- 


lants a ſupper : truth is, we are marvellouſly [cant 


of proviſions. > 7 bo 
Enter FLORANTHE dreſſed as a Cavalier, leaning on 


Roque. 
Raque. 8o—cheerly I warrant—come, a ſeat 


% 


now quickly—Hellir, beſtir! - 


Lop. Is not his worſhip well? 3 | 
Roque. Cannot your warſhip ſee—2 chair you. 


Flor. I faint almoſt with wearineſs! (fits down): 


| Rogue. Plague on your dark nights and foul ways; 


why does not mend em? i 

b. Truly, there be thoſe in this quarter that 
might better the foul ways ; but for mending the 
dark nights, we are, I do confeſs, but ill furniſhed. 


with workmen, * N 
EKogue. Art furniſhed with a good bed, ſriend? 


Lop. The beſt in all Spain; we are much, and 


nobly frequented here, Signor; we have this very 


night 29 of ſome twenty. | 
: Rogue, 
occupied the bed-chamber ? 
Led. No, as luck would have it, they repoſe in 


"the ſtable ; each traveller Signor, to his fancy. 


Fur. 1 wou'd to reſt, friend; we have journey d far; 
At ſun-riſe we mult needs ſet forth again ; ; 
I am nigb ſinking with fatigue. Kr 

Rogue, No wonder poor heart | Thy | Maſter's 


Nag, friend, is the tougheſt prancing beaſt in all 


Spain: twould tire a devil! 8 
Lop, Wou'd not the Signor Cavalier pleaſe to 
reſreſh ? I haye the remaias of a Kid that is deli- 
cious | and we are noted here for Chicken. . 
CG 2 Flr . 


= 


murrain light on em! then they have 
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0 
Hier. I do loath the very name of food!f © _—_ 
A = Loath food ! this is a mighty ſimple youth! 
a , h ” 1 
Flor. Prepare my chamber, friend, and fear not you; 
Tho' I betake me ſupperleſs to bed, 
Iwill content thee ; (for I know the cuſtom) 
As I had banquetted, 2 
_ Cop. The youth is not altogether ſo ſimple ax 1 
- thovght him-—Signor Hidalgo your chamber ſhall 
be prepared ftrait—for an excellent ſupper, if you 
eat jt not, *tis your loſs, which is hard if you pay 
For it not *tis mine, which is harder; for I am a 
poor man, Sir, that wculd willingly grow rich. 


— — — — 2 2 —— SES. 


 Reque. Away you knave and obey orders; ſee to 
_ the chamber, bak to the horſes, and return anon 
' with ſome wine ; my maſter is faint with travel. 
Lop. I Thall friend. This now muſt be a delicate 
bit of ſmock-faced nobility.— Shou'd providence rain 
beards, *twou'd do no harm to his face, if his chin 
were thruſt out in the ſhower. (Afide and exit.) 
Flr. Now tell me Roque, bow far is't to the 
Mountain ? , Fry | : 
Rogue. We are nigh the foot on't Lady ; we had 
| Tk by = mor a K —"—_— _ — ira 
ints ] for t mult with jolting -thus 
from Seville. 5 Md Fo ies 
2 care but litile ſor my aching limbs, 
id not my heart ach with em; tb' encounter 
We look will follow this ſame pilgrimage ; 

Makes me moſt ſad and heavy. | | 
Rogue. Tis ſtrange now, 75 labour ſome will un- 
dergo to encounter melancholy——and truly I left 

Don Octavian in poor plight, to mend the ſpirits of 
thole' who with him wel'——what between love 
and lonelineſs, by living in the woods, he's clean 
an altered man. 2 . I 
Flr. Was't in the wild part of the mountain, 
Roque. 97 — 
Where late you left Octavian? - $1491 
_ - Roque, Good faith in the very boſom here of the 
Sierrade Ronda ; with a full heart and an empty bot- 
tle, was I trudging from Granada to Sevil wy 
: ; * ing 
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bring the fad news of my maſter Count Virolet, your 
Ladyſhip's brother, being taken by the Moors; 
when in croſſing the mountain here, among other 
game ſtarted by the way, I at laſt put up a man, 
(Don QQavian as your Ladyſhip knows) who ſprung 
N thicket, and flew from my ſight like a wil 
uc | 
Flor, Alas for pity I after twelve long months, 
To meet him thus again I- now hear me Roque 
think thou art attach'd to all our houſe ; _ 
For I have heard my late loſt Father ſay, 
Ere thou could'ſt liſp, thy ſervice had begun in't. 
Rogue. If my maſter's word may pals, Lady, I 
held my firſt birth-day in't, up four pair of ſtairs, in 
the right-band garret, that looks over the Fiſh-pond 
And if ever I prove thankleſs for being born in 
n wou'd I might that moment be dragged 
t 


- 


thro” ther. 5 
Flor. þ | o believe thee, Roque—therefore good 
el ow, KT A f 
Tomorrow, when we ſeek the mountain's gloom— 
Shou'd any ill befall-nnyn— OS EUR” 
+ Roque, What Donna Floranthe, and I with you? 
they muſt fight hard, Lady, that wou'd harm you; 
can you take. the road to dying, Madam, by your | 


leave, I muſt go foremoſt, | e pt 
Fur. 1 wou'd not haye it ſp, good Roque, live 


qu, | | 
W 3 t ts) wy ſimple ſtoſy :; 
Leſt flander blot a luckleſs maiden's fame, 
And no one left to ckar her memory, 

agile. 'Fruly, Madam, Iam the worſt teller of a 
ſtory of any in Spain; I can only ſay that my old 
Maſter, To io Po 7 loye Don Octavian; 
- but az old, Geotlemen will ſometimes change their 

minds, he, da Iujle while, charg'd you to love, 
angther; Which il} viring Don Octavian's huchpur, 
e 5 run h rival thro the body, fled in deſpair, 
Fe mg at been heard of for a twelvemonth, ll f 
arted him here i, che woads—when. coming io tell 
you the netz. I found wy old e bis foul l. 
at peace, To RN | ed man * ; 
1 Fr 3 - an 
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and married to a rich one-eyed widow of Salaman- 
cha. ; 
Fur. Till be a faithful hiſtory, old Soldier. 
Rogue. I truſt not, Madam; for | ſhall then pro- 
ceed to ſpecify that you went forth in ſearch of 
your lover, and died by the way—which I hope, - 
ſaving your preſence, will be one of the roundeſt 
lies that ever found paſfage thro' the mouth of a 
Soldier. 11 


Enter Lor zz Tocno, with Bottle and Glaſs, 


Flor. * friend, haſt thou prepar'd my cham- 
er ? 3 | 
Lope. *T would have done your heart good to 
have ſeen the warming-pan ſlide between the white 
ſheets ; you'll ſleep in air'd ſnow——would it pleaſe 
you, Signor, to take a V het ere you creep between 
em? (Offers wine to Floranthe. ) | | 
Fler. Not a drop, Hoſt; Twill to reſt; and Ro- 
que, | | 175 
Get thee to bed, we muſt away at dawn, Hoſt; 
Refreſh thee Roque, and ſo good night Ae ay ! 


| . 
Ia. Do you not follow your Maſter to help him 
undreſs friend ? Mr 0421 nh 

Rogue. That's my buſineſs friend. 

Lab. By r Lady | I never knew a gentleman know 
his buſineſs better, and do it worſe | What may thy 
Maſter be, friend ? | | 

Rogue. That's his buſineſs, friend. But for me, I 
am a Soldier, and have learnt ſomewhat in the 
wars. * 

p. Aye marry, I wou'd know what ':is ? 
; x e. Tis N ſee a knave thruſt his noſe in- 
to the buſineſs of another, to tweak it very luftily ! 

Lop. Signor, I do reverence a Soldier—bui 1 ne- 
ver much cared to ſee himgo thro' his mancuvres! 

Rogue. Well follow, I ſha!l to the loft, and turn 
in an hour or two: Bring the botile after me, and 
place it on the Hay- truſs, where I lay me down. 
wh [Exit wp the —_— 
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| Thou muſt be ſadly worn Zorayda l- 


Shall ſeal my tit 
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Lo. But if I carry my countenance thro? the 
finger of ſuch a noſe (weaker again, I wou'd my face 
might want a handle ever after ! Ouns! I ſhall 
dream of nothing all night but the huge paw of a 
trooper ! Tweak ! well weil; let him but lie one 
hour in the loft, and he'll be the beſt flea-biten bully 
in all Andaluſia ! 1 Brit. 


SCENE, The Sierra de Ronda, PO — 


5 Enter VizoLeT, ZoRavDay and KILMALLOCK. 


Vir, Love, not a word ? good faith it is no won- 
der ; 


Sleep hangs upon thoſe pretty eyes of thine, 
And dulls their luſtre. Art not wond'rous weary ? 
Zor. 22 ſpirit, Chriflian, that did prompt my 
ight, 


| 8 
Will give me ſtrength, I warrant, to endure it 
_ "Twere evil in me to forget my father; 


But were be now leſs heavy on my thoughts, : 
I ſhou'd be found a flouter traveller. << 
Kil. What a ſweet little Moor it is! och! the 


can never be hay father's daughter; by St. Domi- 


nick, Count, this ſame eſcaping from fatigui 
work, is mighty hard labour. * 8 
Vir. A few leagues more, and we ſhall reach hd. 
town 
That ſkirts this mountain, there to horſe again, 
And thenee to Seville, to my friends, Zorayda; 
Where the l of our holy church, 
to the ſweeteſt convert 
That ever A abjur'd her hereſy, 
And ſheher'd in this boſom. 
 Zor, Wou'd we were there, for tho' I have been 


told, 
5 duly teaches patience to the ſufferer, 
I fear chis painful march may ma ke me 


And that were finful. Do not mock nie, love! 


But I ſhall prove, I doubt, a ſorry Chriſtian, . 
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Kil, Oh faith you'll be as ö as the beſt: Ine - 
ver knew a young Chriſtian lady yet, that was not 
_ impatient when'ſhe was going to be married. Well, 
this mountain is what they call the Sierra de Ronda 
—clofe to the borders of Andaluſia—here we are in 
the middle of it, with as fine and fair a praſpeR ofa 
dark night, as a ener would wiſh to look round 
upon. 

Vir. Would our companions were come up: tis 
ſtrange X 
They loiter thus. 

Zor, 1 tremble in theſe wilds for my poor Agnes! 

Kil. And that Copper Devil Sadi, too; certain 
now our Horſes foundered at the foot of the moun- 
lain, that he might ſtay behind to look after them 3. 
and the girb-fat weeping by his ſide to help him. 

or. — hy oye her heart is ſtored with kind- 

Kil. Och its brimful ! but this is the firſt time 1 
ever heard ſquatting down to cry, was the way to 
help a man to pull horſes opt of the mire. 

Vir. Wilt forward weet ? or malt we. tarry for 
them? 

Zor. Troth I am- weary now! yet I cou'd an 
And yet F wou'd not—ſhall I tell thee, love, G0 
I cqu'd not leave this honEft wench * 7 5 ith 
And fleep in quiet: She is humble born 

But, truſt me hriflian, do fee ng cau 

Why I ſhou'd bluſh in feeling for the lowly, 

The Peaſant pining on his bed of iraw, - 1: 
Shou'd draw as warm a 5 your from melting pity, A 
As ag 5" ſuffe 1. 10 by 

Vir. 15 5 Lovely excellence! | 
| Virtue, all ſweet bestes Reals oer thy lip; 

As the ſoft breeze that bends the modeſt rafact. : 


Bron ſweeter in its paſſage. Thom may me | 


When rigid Schoolmen fail, and win with gentleneſs; 

- Cauſe even ſfiame to ſpread the proud man's check, ts 
And. make the world in love with charity 
Hark! N you not a diſtant Ss wallock l | 
(4 Drum'beaty at a Alſtanct) 

il Faith, and it is a drum |. it * a ſoldiers 
cart 
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heart good to hear it thuwp ; tho? to be ſure now 
it is not quite ſo convenient! theſe Moors, tho' they 
are moſt of em penn'd up in Granada, keep fkir- 
miſhing and trotting about all over the Province ! 
Friends, or enemies, it is not civil in'em to keep a 
clatter at this time of night, and diſturb us lodgers 
in the mountain! "7. 4. 

Zor. I fink with horror! | 

Al. Nay that you ſhall not: it never ſhall be 

ſaid that a woman ſunk in the hour of diſtreſs, while 
a man ſtands by that can hold up her chin. 

Zor. Let us not forward now, beſeech you, Virolet; 
Truſt me th re's danger in't ! Poor Agnes, too! 
Seek me ſome covert in this tufted mountain, 
Where, till the day appears, I may repoſe, 

And reſt in ſafety. | 

Vir, Come, Zorayda, 

And the next bank o'ercanopy'd with trees, 
Muſt now perforce, be thy rude lodging ſweet. 


I and my comrade will watch near thee - cheerly- 


So cheerly—all will ye“ be well. 
Exit Vir. and Tor. 


| Kil. In hover about here as an out poſt—when 
a man watches in the dark by himſelf on a moun- 


rain, he's rather apt to be loneſome—but if be chan- 
ces to be upon duty there, to ſerve a friend and 
guard female innocence ; he needs but call upon his 
own thoughts to be mighty agreeable company ! 
Oh this love makes havock with man, woman, and 


child | Tho” of a truth, the paſſion is ſomething 


blunted in me, ſince I left Tipperary. © 
| | A . I R. 


At fixteen years 01d you cou'd get little good of me 
LI . ar Norah who ſoon Jas of — | . 
Jr in love, but myſelf for the blood of me, 
Con d not tell what I did ail; 
Tua, dear dear what can the matter be | 
Och ! blood and ouns ! what can the matter be ! 
Och Gramathree ! what can the matter be | 
* ©  Bother'd from head to tail ! 
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6. 
6 an; 
Tull bim my caſe, mage an end, then began again; | 
Father, ſay I, male me ſton, my own man again, c 
you find out what I ail. F 
TR ks i wa 1 \ 
wa aca ame. i 
e / 
Both cried=—=qvhat can the matter be ! $1 2 . 
FFT of Bother'd from head to the tail ! e | 0 
Soow 1 fell fel. r n 1 
Norah took pity to ſee me urſe again; 4 
Gave me a hiſs, Och ! Zane t threw me worſe 
ain 7 
Wall be knew wohat 1 did ail 1 i 1 
Bur dear, dear | ſays ſhe, what can the matter bel \ 
Och 1 bled and eune 1 my Laſs, what can the matter 
e/ * 
Biorb cried awhat can the matter be 24 ] 
VDuonher d from bead 1 the (ail, 2 A { 
| Ju long ago now fince | teſt Tipperary, 
; 475 firange, growing 12 on nature ſbou'd wary |. $ 
mploms are gone of my an 1 {+ 
i eee ee ee on LR g 1994 | 
Dear | dear } what can the matter be | | „ 0 
F Och | blood and ouns ! x wing ah ET OY 1 | > 
Bother d from bead to the tail,  — "4. 


1 SCENE changes to  anstber Ny of t the Mountain, 
wild and abo 1 Cave half covered , 
_ buſbes, Goc. 


: Enter OLD > Goarurnp Cub a . and bis 


| —_—_ 


Son, See yonder, where day 3 here's the. 
Care, Father, hang your wine-keg at the mouth of 
- and then away to tend our ours, » dc * 
he'd bande the tag on a branch.) 
Old G. ov OW Heſs ls 0 on't map cheer. 


pI md Ad _ % " " wv . XY @. w@©@4 


3 | 
his heart, tis lodging to be tenant of this 
cave for at 1 a en, and truſt to 
providence, and us Goatherds for board ; that a ci- 
vil well-favour'd Cavalier ſhou'd come to this paſs! 

Son. Civil ! plague on him ! when a met me rthe 
duſk, as a ſtraggled a league from this; a ſnatch'd 
| a brown loaf from my hand, and gave me a ſhow'r 

of thwacks on the ſhoulders for payment 
Old &. Alas, Boy | that was in his mood, his me- 
lancholy, twill as thou know'ſt, trouble him fore at 

times, but it rarely laſts. e 

Sen. Fleſh! 1 know it will at times trouble others, 
and the ſoreneſs laſts a week after it; what affairs 
| ſhould call a melancholy Gentleman like him to our 

wild mountains ? | i 

Old &. Diego, I do think I have hit on't; I do think 
*tis love has put him beſide himſelf; aſk thy Mother, 
Boy, when the croſſed me in wooing, how I wou'd 
ſometimes ſtart from reaſon. 3 

Son. Troth Father, you have that trick ſtill; 1 
fear you have been ill cur d! nm; 

* G, Out graceleſs ! huſh ! doſt not hear him 
. FE | 2 op 
Son, Nay then come away Father, and leave your 

charity behind you; an he ſhou'd be in his mood 
how, we might as well ſee the devil ! run old man, 
or melancholy will cudgel thee ! away! FExecun, 


Octavian.ruſbes from the Cave,” © 
I cannot fleep ! the leaves are newly pull'd 1! 
And as my burning body preſſes them, * 
Their freſhneſs mocks my milery ! that frets me ! . . 


And then 1 cou'd ouiwaick the Lynx! tis dawn! F 


Thou hot and rolling ſun I I riſe before thee ; 
For I have twice thy a gh, flames within me, 
And am more reſtleſs now to ſeek my willow! ! 
That.-droops his mournful head acroſs the brook— 
He is my Calendar—1'll ſcore his trunk _ © 
With one long long day more of ſolitude! 
I ſhail loſe count elſe in my wretchedoeſs ! 


* 
1 


And 
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—donet give way thus for my ſake—conſider lm 
ſupport you Agnes, and to ſee thee thus, I can 
| bargly ſupport myſelf, 1 haye had my load of 
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| And that were pi Oh'Oftayian l— — 
| Where are the times thy ardent nature painted? 


When fortune ſmil'd apon thy tuſty youth, 


- And all was ſun · ſhine ? N Where the old for years 


Gaily bedeck'd with fancy” $ imagery. n 
When the high blood ran frolick thro' thy veins, 


And boyhood made thee ſanguine | Let . 


Proſperity” 's a cheat! Deſpair is honeſt ! 
an will ſtick Ws me deadly ! Pil bug ir! | 
n by the Grey-beard tore her from 


Eo in my foul fond dotage ! Oh} 'tis paſtime now, - 
In ſeeing men tug at each other's heart !? 


I fear not—for my ſtrings are crack d already! 

I will go prowl! But look 1 meet no Naber! | 

Now ONO! Floranthe ! Crit. 
Enter 8451 and ewe. 


Sadi; A plague . on all horſes, mountains, and 


quagmires | Nay keep a good heart, Agnes ! Of 


all the roads to Chriſtianity, this is the vileſt that 
ever poor fellow travelled ! How fares it Agnes? 


2 * eee e ee eee this moun- 


WY Nay, 1 warrant we'tl do well—do not 


yexation ere now, but this is the firſt time I ever 
carried double: and 1 know not well how to bear it. 
An. Good faith, 1 do my beſt, Sadi, and 1 have 
one comfort. 
Sadi. Ay, I warrant—what is it 
An. Why, you are with me Sadi ; 


* faligue 


wear ine, and ſhou'd I die in theſe wilds, you wou d 

cloſe the eyes of your poor Agnes; and I ſhou'd go 

in peace with one near te who has been. ſo faithful 
to me. 

Sad. No 5 Agnes, | cou'd never do thee hae 

"OY 1 eyes! I ſhou'd have ſo much OR 

| 0 
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to lift the Napkin to my own, I cou d ne ver ſee to 
perform it ! what, thou art not faint. Agnes? 


An. Truſt me very faint, Sadi ſick—ſick - 


arg at heart, Fre iy 
4 Sadi, With faſting ? poor ſoul ! theſe Mountains 
would teaze hunger into a fever: there are eat- 
1 ables perch'd upon every buſh, but not a morſel 
5 that is not alive. * | 
| | Agn. Fainter! and fainter! © - ©. © + 
m |  « $adi. Reſt you on this clump, Agnes, and if any 
| thing may be found near us to comfort you—I'I 
19 fight for it thro' a—eh ! a Cave l and a keg hung 
at the mouth on't I (cakes it down) Wine by the 
Koran ! to ſee what Providence will do for a Chriſ- 
| | tian ! Were a Muſſulman fainting to death now, this 
i. is the firſt thing Mahomet wou'd kick out of bis 
way | Drink, drivk, Agnes ! and much good may it 
do thy little heart ! (#neels and holds the leg to ber 
mouth How doſt do now ? _ 2 5 


nd Agn. Sooth it has cheer'd me=but— +. 
e RT STS 
bot | _ Agn. Will not you drink too, Sadi? - . 
1 Sadi. Now does conſcience make aft? within me 
21 to know whether I am qualified to ſup this liquor or 
* . not 3 doſt think Agnes | am Chriſtian enough yet 
1 to venture? : OA i 
| ; Ag. Go to man, thou needs it; and there is 
_— much virtue in good wine. | | 
| - Sadi,' Nay, and there be virtue in't! (Drinks) 

ond | By St. Francis, Agnes thy religion is 'marvellous 
oh | comfortable. Wou'd we were ſafe ſettled in An- 
. daluſia I I ſhall make as chopping a ſubject for 

| a chriſtening, as ever nurſe put into the hands of a 

| Friar | Can'it journey onwards, think you Agnes? 
oy |  Agn. Shall we overtake the Lady Zorayda ? | 


wy Sadi. Nay that's hopeleſs ; we ate bewilder'd here 
1 1 in the woods, and muſt een give up all thoughts of 
"ou - - . ſeeing her, till we reach Seville. | 


c | Agn. Heaven ſend the dear Lady be ſafe! I wou'd 
bo ' Fain then reſt me Sad, for in ſooth-my legs fail me 
to | ſadly; r x 5 Sadr, 
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e Enter Octavian, 


| Wer to em! 


Rv + 
| Sad And here ſtands a Cave yawning as it wou'd 
invite ſleep; in Agnes, and LI keep guard. | 


enn. You will not quit me now 7 


Sadi. 1 wou'd quit life firſt ; ſhou'd * venture 


to harm thee, they muſt taſte what a Moor's dag» 


ger 25 made of. (Agnes goes into the 55 * 


\ 


we. 


— 


08. How now [” 
* Sadi. Here's one ng to taſte already 3 "a 
now, by the Foſtlineſs of his robes, muſt be the Lord 
-of this manſion. What wou'd you? | 
Oc. I wou'd paſs——— - 7 
Deep in yon Cave to hide me from the * "RY 
His riſing beams have tipt the trees with gold 
He gladdens man—bur 1do baſk in forrow— 
- Give way! 5 
Sadi. Mark you! 1 do reſpedt loro too eh 
to do it wilful injury — I am a Moor, tis true that 
is I am not quite à Chriſtian but I never yet ſaw 
man bending under misfortunes, that 1 did not think 
it pleaſure to lighten his load. Strive to paſs here, 
and 1 muſt add blows to your burden; and that 


2 might haply break your back; for to ſay truth, 1 
have now a treaſure in this Cave, that while V can 


hinder it, ſorrow ſhall never come nigh. 


QA. Death! muſt 1 burrow here with brutes, H& 


and find 


My haunts broke in upon ' my Cares diturbed— « 


Reptile ! II daſh thy body o'er the rocks, 
And leave thee tothe Vultures! 
Sad. Friend you'll find me too cough a 4 to 


[They firuggle, Agnes ruſhes from the 
Cave and runs between them] 


Aen. Oh good Sadi ! 18 my fake ! Gentleman. 7 
fſlotbenr! | | 


Och. Woman 1 
Sadi Ay, and touch het. at your ol 
Od. nk the worth of worlds! thou lov' ber! 


7 - 
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He who wou'd cut the knot that does entwine 
And link two loving hearts in uniſon ; 

May have man's form—but at his birth, be ſure on't, 
Some Devil thruſt ſweet Nature's hand aſide, 

| Ere ſhe had pour'd her balm within his breaſt, 

To warm his groſs and earthy mold with pity ! 


Sadi. This fellow now is like a great Melon! 


with a rough outſide, and much ſweetneſs under it: 
it ſeems as thou wert ſent ragged Ambaſſador 
from a ſtrange nation, to-treat with the four-foot ci- 


tizens of this mountain! and as we are unknown _ 


in theſe parts, we'll e'en throw ourſelves. on thy 
protection. | 


Wo 1 1 ; | a 
Od. Some paces hence, there is a Goatherd's 


2 Cot, . 3 SE | 
Begirt with brake and buſh, and weather proof. 
Agn. Let us thither, Sad. 
Sadi, Content. T6 by OE 

Od. I Il lead thee for I am high in office, 
In Cupid's cabinet; I bear the torch 75 
Before the little God ! and "tis my care, 
To ſhield from peril true lave's votaries. 
Sadi. I knew he was a great man! but never be- 


fore heard of ſuch a place of dignity ; along good 


fellow and we'll follow thee. | 


04, They ſhall not part you ; for I know what 


When wordly knaves ſtep in with ſilver beards, 


To poiſon bliſs and pluck young ſouls aſunder ! _ 


O!] wander boundleſs love acrols the wilds: 
_ Give „ Som paſſion ſcope, and range the wilder- 
nels! g 4 


Crib not thyſelf in cities, for tis there 0 
The thrifty grey Philoſopher inhabits, | 

To check thy glowing impulſe in his child! 

Gain is the old man's God ! he offers up 

His iſſue to't ; and mercenary wedlock, 


Þ Murders his offspring's peace, they murder'd mine 


They tore it from my boſom by the roots, 


And with it-pluck'dout hope ! Well, well, no matter l 


* Deſpair burns high within me ! and its fire, 


* 


= 
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bn me 6 heart to. keep wy clay in motion. 121 
Follow my footſtes. 

Agnu. Out alas I his wits are tuen'd | do not ven- 
ture wüh him Sadi ; he'll do us a miſchie. 

Sadi. Truly the tenement of his brain ſeems ſome- 
bat out of repair !- Wilt lead us  lafe now? 

Od. Be ſure on't. 

Sadi. Tuck thyſelf under my arm, Agnes; now 
out ſcymitar, bring us to this ſame Goatherd's, and 
thou ſhalt have the beſt acknowledgment grat- 
itude can give thee, - but if thou ventureſt to harm 
ber — I quickly ſtir the fire in thy boſom thou talk'ſt 
of, and this ſhall ſerve for the Poker | 

Od. Shou'd the gaunt wolf croſs lovers in their 

path, 
Id rend his rugged jaws! and he ſhoy'd bay 
The Moon no more with bowling ! Thread the 
5 thicket n 
Follow love's N cone come. "3 \ 
; Exeunt: 


Enter Goatherds me Spaniſh Paſtoral Diapers, | 
Male and F 


Female. 


uf G. In 3 Maſs tis broad 
day, and the blazing fun cries fluggard on us: up to 
the pens, our Goats will choak elſe ; they have 
needed drink an hour ago. 

24 G. Truly brother, and ſo have we; whe 12 

nan has a call ſor refreſhment, tis hut fit a beaſt 

ſhou'd tarry Till his better be ſerv'd before him; 
we have walk'd a good half league from home, let 
us wet our whiſtles, and then we'll think of the 
horns and long beards of our old cuckoldy cattle, bs 


F INALE and CHORUS. 


ft. G. Brother Goatherd mark you ne, 
r Pledge me when I drink to thee, 
* Chor. Brother Goatberd, &c, . we 8 5 


4 I = - — ' 
2d. G. Let us drain the ſkins of wine, * | | 
Till our ruby noſes ſhine... | 
8 Mountain grapes and Mountain cheer, 
. Wavyms the merry merry Mountaineer... „ 5 
Chor. Let us drain, &c. 4 


1ſt, 2 Jeter oi the 8 
| Till he len laft drop ir ut: 
Then then each Spani e Mango, 
And dance the Fan 
When jiggin; with Laſſe; 4 
* How ſawvect the time paſſes, ! | PX. 
When Mountain grapes and Mountain . $20 
Hawe warm'd & merry >>4 gg Mountaineer. ; 
Let us pu OE | +l 
Till the ft laft drop is i 


F em. G. S luggiſb Goatherd's hafte a, 
The drooping cattle mourns your lay; 
| Labour till the floping ſun, 
. Tells you that your vort is done; © 
© Then the rough brows with chagler drekj 
| an timely 995 754 to the rebech, 
Dye then each Spaniſh Man ga, 
And move the * 1] I | 
When ji with La 
Ho ſweet the time pa hh 
| When work is done, and Mountain cheer, 
Warms the merry merry e u r n 
Chor. When work is dine, Oc. 


| A Spaniſh Fandango, by the — 8 | . 


P e e 5 
 BND+ OF THE SECOND Ac r. 


- 


Dz 


_ . - Shoud ſt mark each fly that 
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ACTI 


U 


| SCENE, the Sierra de Ronda. 
| Enter BuLcazin Murer, 0. vin, and Meriſ 
Soldier 


* 


Gan, In truth the men muſt reſt, Sir, 

Bul. Muft |! 

Gan. Perforce this long and hurried wn has 
made them faint ; ; 

We are all nigh to drop! | 
Bul. Here fink and rot then; I will on alone: 

- Sluggard ! the bliſters now that gall thy feet, 

Work upwards to thy heart, and ſeſter there: 
Then wilt thou feel ſome touch af ang viſh in't, ; 
Like that which thou haſt fixed in mine | Thou baſe, 
Unmindful flave | who in the Maſter's abſence 

uzzes thro? his portal; 
Thy vigilance muſt nod upon its poſt, 
_ Whilſt a vile Chriſtian ſteals away my Daughter! . 
Gan. Believe me, Sir 
Zul. 1 will not wretch, believe thee! thou —_ 


BP ar I will believe thee,” twas all 

My daughter's doing; 'twas her nature, 
Her ſex's wicked, wanton, ſubtile, nature l 
Sure our wiſe Prophet thought his followers fools, 
When he firſt promis'd women for their Paradiſe — 
ColleR the —— world's womanhood together, 
And the huge zone that does encompaſs em, 
Will bind up half the plagues that vex mankind! 
Hoop them into a bulk ! their airy falſehood” 
"Would poile a ſolid univerſe | To fly me! 
Fly her father! and ſo kind a father — 
If fomewhat rough, that was the trick of battles 
Where | was bred—ſhe knew 1 doated on her! 


5 When I have thought on what wou'd charm the 


ſenſe, 


5 8 __.- Tilt 


- 


- Wov'd ſcatter piecemeal thro the defert ! 


Till it wou'd almoſt ach with tenderneſs ; 

Great Allah knows Pve nam'd thee Zorayda 
Then leave me thus and break my poor old heart! | 
And with a Chriſtian too! O death and ſhame ! 27 
Shbou'd ſhe now croſs me, 'tho'ſhe ſmil d upon me 

Like twenty dimpled Cherubims, my rage 

Wou'd tear her limb from limb, and her ſweet form 


Gan. . F 
I pray you be advis'd, think what is beſt - 
To cheer your fainting people on the march; 2 
Vour pardon, Sir, but this ſame flow of paſſion, 
 Un-nerving you, and harrafling your men, 
Defeats the purpoſe of your enterprize. | 
Beſeech you, Sir, give orders for your Soldiery— 
Bul. A peſtilence upon thee l thou'rt a friend, 
That grudgeſt me my ſorrow's luxury, 
And goad'ſt me When I wou'd indulge-on torture! 
Tell me again of what theſe filth endure ; 
Pl cleavethy body downward from the head, 
To teach thee how to labour and be filent tf. 
a Gan, var Sir, it is in care alone for you, 
pour unpleaſing truth into your ears; ns 
Which, like —.— —4— to the diſeas'd, - 
1s given to work your welfare ! Tis my duty— 
Soorh, Sir, they cannot on. 8 


ul. Mad ſenſeleſo liar ! | 

Thou gall'ſt me paſt endurance ! and haſt _ 
Thy death upon thee !_ ( Draws his 7 
Can. ( Kneels) Oh Sir, take my life! 


It is not worth the keeping; T have follow'd you f 
From infancy till now, in honeſt zeal | ' © 
?T would grieve me, Sir, to feek avother maſter ; 

And as my truth is grown diſpleaſing to you, 

Twere beſt you bring my 1ervice to a cloſe, 
And even diipatch me here at one. 
Bull. N I tell thee, Ganem, | 
I have a daughter—thiok on that good Ganem— 
And ſhe has fled me -I do think thy council © 

Is kindly meant—but ſpare it now good fellow, 

My paſſion cannot brook it ! Have we firay'd " 

| | | Do 


/ 


3 
Do we purſue their track? was e 37 
_ Gan, . 0 The peaſant, Sir, 
Whom we did queſtion at the Mountains foot,. 
Pointed this path to Ronda; thitherward, 
Your daughter, as we trace it, muſt have journey d. 

ul. Lhe ſhall not reſt - have I not ſhar'd their 
— labour? 4 | F 


He who firſt murmurs on his march, ſhall die 8 * 6 


By Mahomet I ſwear ! if I do hear 


A fingle Moor bewailing the fatigue _ - 15: 


His coward carcaſe ſuffers; on the inſtant 
My ſcymetar ſhall ſearch his body thro ! 
March flaves! away | W | 


* 


SCENE, 7 be out fide of „earn Cottage. © 


Sabi and Acyzs are diſcovered at a Table before 
 ", the door; a Repaſt hefore them... 


Sad. Truly, eating is a mighty refreſhing inven- 
tion. This Olla Podrida of our friend the Goat- 

. herd's here, has a ſtrange quality in it, of raiſing the 
ſpirits; What's the reaſon on't Agnes? I never, 


| ſwallow'd a meal before that made me ſo merry 


Agn, Out you gooſe! tis the, wine thou haſt 


drank ; - wine, thou know'ſt comforts man, and 
makes him light of heart, Sadi. & 


Sadi. What aa advantage is it to a Catholic, to he 
able to cork up comfort, and carry his happineſs 


- about with him, under his arm id a flaggon,! Pour 
ſome of this ligbt-heartedneſs down thy ſweet 
throat, Agnes l Had I a hundred vintages of well- 

fare, I wou'd leave em all untapp'd, if thou were 


not by to ſhare them with-me ! (fills and drinks.) - 


An. That's ſufficient, Sadi: (riſes) thou know'ft 
not the ſtrength of liquor too much on't wou'd- 
work to thy brain and weaken reaſon. | 


Sadi. That muſt be, becauſe my ſkull is not alto- 


| e Chriſtian; it cou'd never happen to a regu- 
head to grow weak with baving ſtrength 


8 a 


Extunt. 


cramm d 


— 
— 


45 
crammed into it. Did'ſt repoſe well here at the. 
Goatherd's, Agnes?  * Ef. 
Agn. Truſt me did 1; but it had better pleas” 
me had not you ſat and watch'd in the corner of the 
hut while I reſted. e e ee 
Sadi, I cou'd watch twenty years like a cat to ſee 
ou fleep ſo ſweetly ; what a pretty thing it is to 
e near the woman one loves, when ſhe's taking a 
nap ; and check one's inclinations of kiſſing bereye- 
lids, for fear of waking ber: Shou'dfl ever ſlumber - 
at night with thy head upon my ſhoulder, Agnes, 
I wou'd not ſtir to diſlurb thee, tho? I were bit to 
the bone by a million of Muſquitdes, * 
An. Away you giddy pate ! thou wilt be a right 
follower. of the bottle thortly, when the. liquor 
mounts, then thou wilt flatter me and prate nonſenſe 
like the worſt toper of them all. "> ; 


Saai. Why look'ee fweet—my love for wine is but 
of a few hours growth—yet, tho' I was enamour'd 
at the firſt taſte, I mean to ſtick by it with true 
Chriſtian conſtancy ; for it has let me into a ſecret, 
Agnes; every drop I take of it, makes me find out 
how much delight I have in thy company I grow 
fonder and fonder at every tipple. C 

An. Aye, ſo it wou'd happen, were any other 

ſent but 1. fg, . 
Sad. No, by Mahomet——paſh! that's a Muf- 
| ſulman's oath, and diſgraces a mouth that has been 
. waſh'd with wine ! By Ft. Dominick, then ſweet 
Agnes, ſhou'd all the beauties of Spain be collected 

together, like a huge row of filberts, 1 wou'd pic 
thee from the cluſter, nor think another nut in the 
whole grove worth the cracking. | | 
Agn. Will thy love hold fat now after we are 
married, Sadi? + $554 
| Sadi, Aye marry will it, and never let go tis in 
my nature wench==you might as ſoon think to 
ſcour me white, as ſcrub my love out of me; tis of 


| _ the laſting kind, Agnes, like my countenance. 


, Agn. And if thy ſkin grows duſky as thy love 
ſtrengthens Sadi, I ſhou'd think thee / pretty tho” 
thy Cheeks were as dark as a raven, 3 


* 
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Kal. There's no accounting for the taſte of a fe- 
male. Were all women of thy mind, Agnes, what 
a number of vain Copper-fac'd Gentlemen wou'd 
ſtrut about among the Girls in Chriſtian Countries; 
we ſhou d friſk.it thro' the towns, as merry as dogs 
in a market; and dingy puppies wou'd be as plenty 


as thoſe of a lighter complexion 1 Shall we into the 
hut and look to our poor crazy guide here ? 


Agn, Oh Sadi, my heart bleeds for him : He 
will fit a while and look ſtedfaſtly on nothing, and 


then groan ſo piteous, as tho? it wou'd rive his very 


| heart ! Wou'd we cou'd comfort him. 

Sazi. I'll pour a flaſk of wine down his throat; an 
that comfort him not, he's paſt cure in this world, 
and mult look elſeivherefor conſolation. 


D UE T. 


 Agn, Faint 2 evearily, © - 
Be The way worn Traveller | 
Pod. uncheerily ; 3 
Afraid to flop —— 
Sadi. Wand'ring drearily, 8 15 
| And ſad unraveller 5 
| Of the mazes, tow'rd the dat top. 
Agn. Dovbting, fearin 1 
Mile bis courſe be's i 
Sadi, Cottages appearing, 
J. hos mi þ to flop ; © B 
Ob how brifkly then, \ 
The way worn traveller 
Threads the mazes, tow'rd the mounlain's top * 
| Both,” Oh how briſkly then, - 
| be way. worn traveller ' 
Threads the mazes, tow'rd the mountain wp 
 Agn. Tho” fo melancholy, © 
| Day has paſt by, 
T be folly now to think owt apa 
© -Sadi, _ Blithe and jolly, | 
He the can holds faſt by 


As hei Fung Al. tur | 5 


2 PET "Ec 


UND, 
Agn. Eating, | 
. a, 


Sadi. Better far by half in ſpirits than before; 


% 


Agn. Oh how merry then; the reſted traveller 


Seems, while fitting at the Goatherd's dor? 


Both. Oh how merry then, the refled traveller : 
Seems, while fitting at the Goatherd's door ! _ 
Who comes here? | 7100 
Enter Flo Ax TRE and Roque. 


Rog. Stand ! Art not a man, and an enemy? 

Sai. I have now near two flaggons of Chriſti. 
anity within me, but I am ſomewhat Mooriſh as to 
impatience, therefore parley courteoufly, leſt you 
get nothing but dry blows in exchange. 


Flr. Peace, good Roque, and let me queſtion | 


him. | 4 a 

Tell me, beſeech you, as you journey'd on,” 
Has it ſo chanc'd that there ſhou'd croſs your path, 
A man ?——Good faith it cuts my heart in twain 
How to deſcribe him. 4 Ic 

Cadi. What kind of man? 555 

Flor. Lovely as day he was, but envious clouds 
Have dimm'd his luſtre. He isas a rox | 
Oppos'd to the rude ſea that beats againſt it, 
Worn by the waves, yet flill o'ertopping them 
In ſullen majeſty, ' Rugged now his Fook, 
For out, alas! calamity has blurr'd Ss 
The faireſt pile of manly comelineſs | 
That ever rear'd its lofty head to Heaven. 
*Tis not of late that I have heard his voice, 
But it it be not chang'd—T think it cannot + 
There is a melody in ev'ry tone N 
Wou'd charm the tow'ring eagle in her flight, 
And tame a hungry lion. 


T5 


_ Agn. Never truſt me, Sadi, if he means not our 


ide. 


Cadli. Anſwer me to one point, and I can ſatisfy. 


you.—-ls he crazy 2 


, : 
> 
— —⏑ꝑä ——ä— — 
— : — 
W _ > — wv, 
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Fadi. There's no accounting for the taſte of a fe- 
male. Were all women of thy mind, Agnes, what 

a number of vain Copper-fac'd Gentlemen wou'd 
ſtrut about among the Girls in Chriſtian Countries ; 
we ſhou'd friſk. it thro the towns, as merry as dogs 
in a market; and dingy puppies wou'd be as plenty 


as thoſe of lighter complexion ! Shall we into the 


; | but and look to our poor crazy guide here? 
AA. Oh Sadi, my heart bleeds for him: He 
|  willfit awhile and ſook ſtedfaſtly on nothing, and 


then groan ſo piteous, as tho' it wou'd rive his very 


| heart! Wou'd we cou'd comfort him. 

Sadi. I'll pour a flaſk of wine down his throat z an 
that comfort him not, he's paſt cure in this world, 
| and mult look elſe here for conſolation. 


DVET. 


Aga. Faint and wearily, © 
©. The way worn Traveller © 
Nod. uncheerily © . 
Afraid to flop — 

and ring drearily, 9 WR 
And ſad unraveller 1 fe. | 
Of the mazes, tow'rd the mountain's top. 
 Doubiing, fearing, 1 N 
While bis tourſe bs fleering— 
Cottages appearing, 
As be's nigh to flop EE ea . 
Ob how 2 then, 4 4 

T he way-worn traveller Fri 
Threads the mazes, tow'rd the mouniain's top! 
Both. Oh how briſkly then, his, $9 
The wway-wort traveller + +536 
_ Threads the mazes, tow'rd the mountains top ! 
 Agn. Tho” fo melanchily, © - + © 


Sadi. 


Agn. 
Sadi. 


Day has paſt by, | 4 
> D he foll now to think on't more, 
Sadi. Blithe and jolly, | Kao! | 
| He the can holds faſt by, 7 
As bt's filing at the Goatherds dor; 1 


Agns 


a fe- 
what 


Agn. Eating , affin 5 23 | | 
. 7 Jab . 5 
Sadi. 9 ages by half 15 . a 417 ; 
Agn. Oh how merry then; the reſted traveller 
Seems, while fitting at the Goatherds door ! 
Both. Oh bow merry has the refled traveller 
Seems, while fung at the Goatherd's door ' & 


* 


Who comes here ? 


Enter For Wi and Roar. 


Rog. Stand! Art not a man, and an enemy? 

Sadi. I have now near two flaggons of Chrifti- 
anity within me, but I am ſomewhat Mooriſh as to 
impatience, therefore- parley courteouſly, leſt you 
get nothing but dry blows in exchange. 


Fly. Peace, good Roque, and ler me Wan L 


him, 

Tell me, beſeech you, as you journey'd on, 
Has it fo chanc'd that there ſhou'd croſs your path, 
A man? Good faith it cuts my heart in twain 
How to deſcribe him. 

Sadi, What kind of man? | 

Flor. Lovely as day he was, but envious clouds 
pow dimm'd his luſtre. He isas arock 
an pos'd to the rude ſea that beats againſt it, 

orn by the waves, yet ſtill o'ertopping them 
In ſullen majeſty, ' Rugged now his i 2. 
For out, alas! calamity has blurr'd 
The faireſt pile of manly comelineſs 
That ever rear'd its lofty head to Heaven. 
"Tis not of late that I have heard his voice, 
But it it be not chang'd—l think it cannot > 
There is a melody in ev'ry tone ' 
Wou'd charm the tow'ring eagle in her flight, | 
And tame a hungry lion. 


Agn. Never truſt me, Sadi, if he means not our 


guide. 


adi. Anſwer me to one point, and I can ſatisfy. 


you—ls he crazy 2 


: 
ö 
1 


—— 


— 
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Comme Hoe net 


|  baply offend his dignity. 


/ 
\ 


es le 

Rog. Crazy! Now do wy fingers itch to beat thi, 
unmannerly morſel of dingineſs. N 

$adi. Hark lee, rough Sir - ſhou'd occaſion ſerve, 

I can go to cuffs with as good a will as another. 

Flori Prithee be calm, Roque. Now to anſwer 


thee— - l 
He whom we ſeek, thro' wayward circumſtance 


Ad eroſſes of the time, tho?, in the main, 


His reaſon is moſt clear, will, in ſome ſort, 


We learn it on the ſkirts here of the mountain) 


Start into paſſion, and his matter then, 


Tho' method ever tempers his diſcourſe, 
May ſeem, I fear, to thoſe who know him not, 
Like idle phantaſy. 


* 


ö en 


in pure kindneſs, has conducted us hither ; and 
ſuch a man is now within in the hut here. 


Flr. Here! Mercy! Heaven! i 
Rog. Nay, nay, bear up, Lady, our labour naw 


will ſoon have an end; all will be well, I warrant. 


Lead us in, my good fellow. 


Sad. Good fellow ! This is one of your weas | 
ther-cock knaves, now, that point all ways that 


the wind veers, In, and I'll conduct you; you 


muſt wait awhile, . however, in the ou:ward. nook 


of the hovel, for to thruſt ourſelves ſuddenly into 

the preſence of ſo 2 a gentleman, might 
ome, Agnes, 

Agn. Have with you. | 

Sadi, Nay, I would not budge an jnch without 


Fhr. Lead, and we follow, 
Rog. Pray ye be of good heart. 


thee, ſweet. In, young Sir, and I'll ſhow thee. | 


Mi. Well, well. I tremble ſadly. 


— 


i 


SCENE, 


8 | - 4 3 
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* SCENE, Inſide of the Cottage. 
rve, | | | 
ver Enter Ol D GoATHERD, followed by Octavian, 
: ou G. Neither food nor repoſe! Well, 'tis 
J ſtrange ! Will nothing perſuade you to take refreſh» | 
ment, gentle Sir ? | | 
| Od. * that thou canſt ſay, Why thou'rt, ' | 
0 d, 8 | . 
And 'tis the trick of age to proffer gifts, | 
Merely to teaze the wretch that wou'd accept them. 
Ol G. Nay, by'r Lady—— 
* _ 08. ne ye l—Ere now there came a hoary 
: cheat, { FS. 
and And plac'd before my eyes the richeſt fare e 
That ever tempted glutton.— What doſt think? , 4 
When I would taſte, he whipp'd it from the board, 1 
* And thruſt me forth to ſtarve ! but he was fool'd, 
| For. then I drank huge draughts of ſorrow down, 
TM And banquetted on tears. | hs 
4 Old G. Maſs twas a forry. method of regaling 1 
= Were I given to revelry, I would look for liquor o 
pris another beverage, ; "ION 
* Oda. FRF look for any thing to ſwell thy 1 
| 8 | | * — 4 
ght Tho' thy full bags were burſting, Were the road 
To one poor ducat pay'd with youthful hearts, ; - | 
Sprinkle grey hairs upon a fellow's pate, = 
320 ' He'd trample oer ein all to catch at it. 1 85 9 
1 Where are thy children ? 3 6 8 
| Old G. Alas my fon is dead ; and now I have & 


but one, one only daughter, and ſhe is gone 1 4 
know not whither, Pedro. had my conſent to woo — 4 
| her, had he not been altogether poor, and now ſhe | 
| has ſtrayed away in deſpair, becauſe I would not | 
E, fee her wed-unhappily. _ | 7 5 

Oc: Why 'twas well done ! twas juſtice on thy 
Jo doom thyfalf to living Pur | 1 
o doom thyteif to iiving- Furgatory, _. a | 
And fix within thy breaſt * leg thought, | 
$ | os 5 1, 0 | 


She manufaQures when ſhe makes a groſs. 


50 


That thou baſt driven forth thy inn cent child 
Thro' the wide globe, a friendleſs wanderer! 
On thou wilt thrive now in the ſhuffling croud 
Of this world's traffick :=When the drover comes, 
Sell him thy rotten goats, and rate them ſound 


As thoſe of bigheſt market ! cheat thy neighbour, 


Fleece him, and fear not! glut thyſelf on plunder, _ 


For thou art ſunk ſo low in Hell for this, 
There is no, guilt in vice's catalogue 


Can plunge thee 4 4 (Knocking without). See 
2 . - . 


| Who tis that knocks. Þ -—- | | 
Old G. I ſhall, Sir—but I'm not as you would 
pidture me, for all your faying ; 1 have not liv'd 
*fifty years upon the credit -of ,my cattle, to offer 
rotten rams for ſale at this time of day, and paſs 
them current. I ſhall to the door. l. 
Oct. (Pulls out a portrait). Out, bauble! let me 
Eiſs thee! ſweet Floranthe! | 


When the cold limner drew thy ſemblance here, 


How charni'd 1:ſat ro mark the modeſt fluſh 
"That virgin-nature threw-into thy face !- 


As the dull clod, unmo vd, did ſtare upon thee, 


To pencil cut thy features character: 


Thoſe times are paſt, Floranthe! Vet 'tis comfort 
To bring remembrance full upon the eye; 
Tis ſgothing to a fond and care worn heart 
To drop a tear on the.Jov'd lineamentis 


Of her it ne er muſt hope to meet again 


Enter Roque. 


IC 


Rag. Now.know not I how to accoft him. | Poor 
entleman ! tiffies are ſadly chang'd with him ſince 


| 1 ſaw him, freſh and well capariſoned, gazing on 


| ng lady, in my old maſter's manſtqn at 


my you 
Seville. Signor, do you not remember my counte- 


Od. No Providence has ſlubber d it in haſte: 
Tu one of her unmeaning compoſitions ö 
Sbe Il form a million ſuch, and all alke, 
5 » $3) 5 5. . ' | Then 


: . 
. * —_— 
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Then ſend em forth, aſham'd of her own work, 
And ſet no mark upon em. Get thee gone 
Rog. Alas the day! That a man's. judgment 
ſhould fail him thus, to be miſtaken about another's 
viſage—get me gone! Ah, Signor! the time has 
been, when you would queſtion old Roque kindly 
after his health, as he lifted. the latch to give you 
admittance to poor Donna Floranthe. 
Od. Thou haſt ſhot lightning thro' me! Art 
| thou ſtay. I | 
That ſound was thrilling muſic ! Oh, Floranthe! 
I thought not een the magic of thy name,, 
Cou'd make a heart fo long benumb'd with mis'ry 
Leap as twould burſt its priſon | Do not mock me; 
If thou doſt juggle, now, vll tear thee—aold-— 
Aye, I rememter ; and as I peruſe thee, WY 
Paſt times ruſh in upon me with thy face, 
And many a thought of happineſs gone by, 
Does flaſh acroſs my brain ! Let me not wander ;. 
Give me thy hand, Roque; I do know thy errand, 
Thou com'ſt to tell me my Floranthe's dead. 
But we will meet again, ſweet ! I will back 
With thee old honeſty, and lay me down 
Heart-broke at teaſt beſide her ſhrowded Corſe ; 
Kifs her cold cheek, then fly to her in Heaven! 
Reg. An this hold, I ſhall blubber outright like a 
female baby: I muſt muſter my 'own reſolution 
that I may rally his ! Why how now Sir ! Shame 
on this weakneſs.! Were all to bend like you, when 
they meet diſappointment, I know not who in this 
juſtling life wou'd walk upright. Pluck up your 
.. manly ſpirits Signor, your Floranthe lives—ay, ami 
is ſtill true to you—now by St. Dominick I I can 
bring tidings that will glad you, | | 
Od. I pray you do not ſport with me Old Man; 
Jeer not the wreiched ! I have worn away : 
. Twelve weary months in anguiſh ! I have ſat 
Darkling by day in Caverns, and at night 
Have fix d my eyes ſo long upon the Moon, 
That I do ſear, my ſenſes are, in par, 
Sway'd by her influence F I'm paſt jeſting with, 
; * A* as 


= 


-. 


— 


3 
Reg. I never, Signor, was much given to jeſling ; 
and be who ſports with the misfortunes of another, 
tho? he may bring his head into repute for fancy, 
does his heart little credit for feeling. Reſt you 
quiet, Signor, here is one waiting without, that I 


have broughi along with me, who will give him joy, 


who makes a trade on't. For in fifty years that time 

has laid bis ſaddſe on my back, he never ſo ſorely 

gall'd my old withers as now. Exil. 
O08. Habit does much— ] do begin to think, 


Since grief has been ſo cloſe an inmate with me, 


That I have ſtrain'd her nearer to my boſom; 
Than I had preſy'd her, had the chequer'd ſcene 
Which touſes man who mixes with his kind, 
Kept me from dotage on her ! Our affeQions 
Muſt have a reſt, and ſorrow when ſecluded, 
Grows firong in weakneſs—ſvre I am not mad 
Floranthe's Joſt, and fince my ſtubborn frame 

Will ſtand the tug, III to the hated world, 

Fit mingler in the throng, miſcall'd Society ! 


Enter FLORANTHE. | | 
<4 auſe—be gazes on ber ſome time) . | 
What art thou ! ſpeak! that face ! Vet this attire 


Floranthe=no—it cannot oh good Heaven | 
Vex not a poor weak creature thus ! Floranthe ! 


Flor. 5 Octavian ! 
O4, That voice! it is—ſo long too—let me 
claſp thee. { Goes to meet her and falls,) 


Flor. Oh I did fear this ! U 
My Octavian | to ſee thee thus! why Roque 
Alas Octavian! revive, or thou wilt kill mel 
Tis Floranthe—thy own Florapthe, | 
Od. It has chanc'd befor 
That I have dreamt this l and when I woke, 
Big drops did ſtand upon my clay-cold heart, 
- As they do now | The viſion did ſo ſhake me! 
- *Tis 5 — ! Brain! Brain! why aye, that 
han ; | 
Pray let me kiſs it! Oh 'tis ſhe ! tis real 
For my ſtrong pulſe is ſtill ſo ſenfible To 


\ 


* 


| 53. 
To every touch of thine, that the ſweet contac 
Strike's certain to it, and now it throbs intelligence. 

How comes this ! are you here.to ſcoff me Lady ? 
Alas ! Floranthe I am ſadly chang'd | 
Since laſt we parted, _ NN 
Hur. Look not ſo. wildly! 

Scoff thee Octavian ! ah thou little know 't. 
How often I have wept away the night, - 
With thinking on thy fortunes ! But alas ! b 
I ne'er thought this ! Oh what haſt thou endur'd, 
Wandering=expos'd-- unſhelter'd— 

Od. Piſh! that's nothing! 
I heeded not the ftorm—why I remember | 
When the. laſt forked lightning ſtruck me down, 
I-lay upon the rock, and ſmil'd to ſee 6} "2 
The feeble malice of the elements 
'Tis here I here only { am vulnerable! (Jays his hand 
| on his breaſt ) | ay 1 
I have been galled too deep within, Floranthe, 
To think upon the petty ſufferance, 
Felt by a holiday and filken fool, f 
When the rough tempeſt beats againſt his body. 
Flor. You cut my heart acroſs—pray you. be 
comforted —— | 
I will pour balm into thy bleeding wounds, 
And heal them up for ever. 

Od. Get thee back! | e 
He who would ſnatch thee from me, tho he fell, 
(Fell by this arm) met not his death by me; 

I had not fled three days ere [did learn it; 
And ſure thy Father, whoſe delight it is 
To torture faithful love, has given thee to him! 

- The bought does, mad me-! Get thee to thy 


Huſband ! | 
Ho. Then let me greet him here—for here Oc- 
tavian, . 
In firm and maiden holineſs, I ſwear ! » 


If thou doſt never lead me to the Altar, 
My life ſhall waſte in cloiſter'd ſolitude ; 
And when the paſling hell proclaims me dead. 
Our Convent's votariſts will chaunt their dirge, 
5 E 3 | To 


* 


| 
| 
| 
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To grace a Virgin Siſters funeral ! 
Oc. How's that! what has thy Father then 
1mpoſſible— . 
Does he relent ? 


5 Alas he is no more 

(I needs muſt grieve, for ſtill He was my Father) 

And he who ſtood between thy love and thee 

Is - to another, 
a 


g 


a Art thou mine then! Ha! 
ha ! ha! ( Burſts into hyſterical laughter.) 


Faith I am very weak ! pray pardon me! 


*Tis ſomewhat ſudden this ! I am unus'd 
To any touch of joy, and it o'ercomes me ! 
I ſhall weep ſoon and then I ſhall be better. 
Flor. Nay calm thy ſpirits prithee now. | 
O;. ; | Well well ; 
Look on me ſweet, my own belov'd Floranthe ! 
Oh many a time in anguiſh have I thought | 
That angels form before my fancy's eye; | 
"Till my hot brain has driven me thro? the wild, 


_ Daring by night the precipice's edge, 


Toclaſp thy airy phantom ! This repays me— 


Oh plunge me deep in Etna's ſmoky gulph, 12 


And I cou'd wallow calmly in her fires, 7 


Like lazy ſhepherds baſking in the ſun, 


To hold thee thus at laſt! _ | 
Nur. Reſtrain this paſſion; 
Thbeſe ſtarts do wear thee ſadly, we will leave 
This gloom ! 5 
0. Uet us on 
As I do cool I ſhudder at myſelf; Wh 


And lock with horror back upon this waſte ; 


Where cheerleſs I have firay'd, ſhut out from man, 


A ſolitary wild inhabitant. 


Have with thee, ſweet ! I know each turn and 
thicket, | 


Already have I felt what *tis to loſe thee= 


They take my life who tear thee from now; 


For death ſhall only part us! Come Floranthe | 
; Wes,» 7 | Extuni. 


SCENE, 


55 
SCENE, The Sierra & Ronde, | 


Enter Zoxavpa, ViroLet, and K1LMALLOCE, 


Vir. I tell thee thou doſt lead us wrong, Kil- 
mallock, AST t) | 
| See here we meaſure back the ſelf ſame Geps - 
- That we have trod before- | 
Kil, Faith, Count, then this falls out according 
to my old Tuck, How hard it is upon induſtrious 
travellers, who follow their noſes on a journey, to 
find out they have been only walking backwards, 
aſter all. If the world does go round, as they ſay, 
certainly it has taken a twirl extraordinary in the 
night, elſe the two ſides of the mountain could 
never have chang'd places. 
Vir. Zorayda be of comfort. | 
Zor. | I will ſtrive 
To ＋ my heart from ſinking, yet theſe perils 
Might ſhake a firmer ſpirit ! As I flept 
I dreamt my father came to me in wrath, - 
And held a dagger o'er me. F 
Nil. 1 ſeldom knew a woman go co fleep that ſhe 
did not dream upon miſchief. - Well, *tis no wonder 
we have at laſt loft our road, for the Devil a of any 
thing like one is there in this whole abominable - 
Sierra de Ronda. | e 
Vir. Von rock, which riſes in a rugged ſpire, 
O'ertopping his black fellows, does appear 
The mountain's utmoſt ſummit ; cou'd we climb it, 
Perchance we might deſery ſome diſtant town, 
To ſerve us as a beacon on our way. 23 
Kill. By my ſoul, now, you have hit on't. What 
- advantage it is to a head to be gifted with brains! 
I had ponder'd all day ere I had. ſtumbled on ſuch 
an expedient, which carries with it only one ſmall 
objection. Wann 5 
Vir. What is it Kilmallock ? | 
Kil. Tis ſo ſharp and perpendicular that old 
Satan himſelf could never get up. TW 


AM 


5 | 
Vir. Tut, man, I'll warrant ; we'll aſſiſt each 
other.. 3 EE 
Kil, Faith and that's true, again; for I defy any 
human creature living to maſter it alone, but a cat 
or a monkey. | | 
Vir. Sure nought can harm her here - ſweet reſt 
a while 3 | . | | | 

Strait we will both return, and bring, I truſt, 
The clue to wind thee (ere the Sun has ſet) 

From this ſame briery labyrinth, | 
Come, honeſt comrade, and I ſwear to thee, 

On a rough ſoldier's word, I know not how. 

E'er to requite thy friendſhip.  _ 

Kill. Piſh, Count—What, for ſcrambling up a 
rock? When I was a greenhorn I would have gone 
as far after a bird's neſt, Oh, St. Jagol may the 
man that falters to riſk. his neck for a friend and a 
female in a mountain, break it while he's a boy, 
climbing for eggs in an orchard, - 5 

1 oF [Exit with Virolet. 
Zor. I know not why it is at this our parting . 
My blood ſhou'd/flow ſo chilly thro? my veins. 
I will reſt me 1 
Tilt they come back again, for there is ſomething 
Strange and unwonted weighs upon my ſoul, | 
Till my weak body totters..  [Refis on a bank. 


Enter Bulcazin, 


Bull. AS ' _ Curſes on them! 
PFortiune has pour'd her dregs of malice on me, 
And pack'd theſe weak and halting knaves together, 
To check my expedition, Every Moor 
_ Meaſures his ſwarthy length upon the ground; 
Beneath each buſh there lies a fainting ſoldier, 
That Ganem, too, ſhould drop. Still 1 will for- 
ward: | | 
Shou'd Lo'ertake the changelisg, plodding now 
Her way with this ſame Chriſtian runagate, 
Were ev'ry limb unſtrung with laſſitude, 
 1I think the loathſome ſighi would nerve my arm 


1 
- 


To 
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87 
To ſtrike her down before mel 
Soft ! By Mahomet *tis ſhe !— 2 
Alone too! She ſeems weak and ſinking. | 
Oh my poor child! my ſtubborn, wayward child! 


Shame on't, I ſhall forget my injuries | 


Zorayda ! 
Zor. Heav'n | my father! (Riſes). 
Bul. Aye, look on me Thou can'ſt not well, 
that's ſome thing : 
There ſtill is left ſome touch of ſhame within thee. 
Tell me, thou viper—— what is't choaks me thus. 
Oh thou haſt broke thy poor old father's heart! 
My curſes on thee ! Thy ingratnude= + 
Thy infamy——— What made thee fly me? 
or, 7 | Conſcience ! 
The holy zeal that lead me from thy houſe 
Burns high within me now; that frown. my father 
Wou'd kill me elſe.—'tis true I am your child ; 
Stab me; III kiſs the hand that gives me death; 
But I would languiſh out my life in torture, 
Ere 1 wou'd quit that Heav'n- directed path, 
The ſtrong reſiſtleſs movements of my foul 


- Do bid me follow. 


Zul. One point, and I have done; tell me, 
Zorayda, | 3 

I'd have it from thy lips, for circumſtance - 

May not hang a doubt ont ; tell me true, 

Is there-a——Pſha ! I cannot utter it; 


Haſt a companion in thy flight ? 


Zore Ml father, 
] ſhou'd diſgrace the faith I follow now - 


To utter falſhood to thee—One has ſtray d 


Acroſs this mountain with me ; 

Yet I ſwear 1 had ne er followed him, 1 vhs 
Had he not prov'd himſelf well ſchool'd in honour, 
And a worthy Chriſtian. 


TAE. 


* 


Peſtilence * torture! 


Doſt own it wretch ! Thou haſt diſgrac'd in 0 ö 
5 | N 8 F * 'by 


Thy father's blood, and juſtice, which bas ſlept, 
No rouſes, and will ſhed it. TT 
fers to hill ber.) 


Enter Octavian, FLORANTHE, and Ro dux. 


. O08, "8 3s $0472. Ruſkan hold ! 
Advance thy arm the tythe part of an hair 
To injure helpleſs woman, by my ſoul, | 
Prove but my weapon true, thy turban'd head 
Shall roll a trunkleſs ball upon the ground, | 
For crows to peck alt. | WI: 
Ve do ſeem chriſtian, and it ſhocks my ſight -// 
To look on any of your tribe. Yet hence 
Nor croſs a father's vengeance on his child ! 
I cou'd have pardon'd,—O _ TIA 
Had ſhe not ſtoop'd to mingle with thy herd; 
But ſhe has fled our holy Prophet's laws, 
_ - Fled, like a wanton, to wander with a dog 
Of thy perſuaſion ! | 4 
OA. Love and Religion mingled ! Brighter flames 
Ne er glow'd within a virgin beauty's boſom, . 
And thou weu'dſt ſmother them f N 
Oh thou'rt a true father wretch! BETS AS 
Shou'd the ſavage ſpirit that gives ſtrength - _ 
To twenty thouſand Moors now brace thy ſinews, 
Fd grapple with thee ! 
Nor quit my hold till I had offer'd thee 
A facrifice on injur'd love's pure altar! ; 
| (They grapple Octavian wwrefls the 
ſeymetar from Bulcazin, fells bim, 
and bolds the weapon over him). 
Zor. Oh, Heaven! my dear father! fave him! 


Enter ViROLET and KILMALLOCE. : 

Vir. Zorayda ! her father ! Stop thy hand! 

*T were better thou didſt plunge thy weapon here, 

Home to my very heart, than let it fall 5 
5 ; n 
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To offer ſuccour to his enemy. | 
Nil. Spoke, Count, like a noble jontleman. O 
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On him thou haſt o'erthrown. By Heaven it h 
The loſt Octavian | 

Od. | Thy word can charm me; 
Thou art Floranthe's brother, and 1 ſwear, 
For no man elſe, could I reſtrain the tranſport 
That guſhes on my ſoul, when I have pull'd, 
At laft, one flinty father to my feet, | 
Who tears the bands of virtuous love aſunder, 
And firews his children's paths with thorns, 

Tl | (Gives the ſeymetar to Virolet.) 
Vir. (To Bulcazin). Sir, this which I reſtore into 

* your hand, | 

I fear me, in my abſence, has been rais'd 


' Againſt a daughter's life, 


He for whoſe fake you wou'd bereave her of it, 


Is bred in Chriſtias faith, and it doth teach him 


To ſhelter your's, and, in the hour of anguiſh, 


x 


let a Chriſtian alone for a good action, —he'll do you 


twenty in a breath, without preaching, when a a 
Muſſulman will ſhut up his Koran to go kick his 


fellow creatures about, like a parcel of foot-balls. 


Baul. Chriſtian, it ſeems l owe my life to thee ; 


*Tis a vaſt debt that thou haſt heap'd upon me, 


And I have now a ſomething working here 


Does urge me. to requite thee - truſt me, Chriſ- 


tian, | 
The rough and duſky boſom of a Moor 


Does carrygfeeling in it—Zorayda ! 


My child! come hither to me—Qb!! this ſtruggle! 


Zorayda, thy mother once was Catholic, 

Her nature haply riſes up in thee ; 

Well, 1 ſee *twere-vain to check it. Take her, 

Chriftian, 4 15 

But ſpeak not to me now, my heart is full ! 

I will as far as Ronda with thee, there 

We. may confer more calmly. 
Zor. IP 
Vir. This is a gift indeed! 


Oh my father! 
8 Enter 


: 
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x; 8 
Enter Sabi, AGxzs, and all the Goatherde.. 


Sadi, Nay, come on, Agnes with thee under 
one arm, and a flaggon under N a hg or 
mouatains, and let the world wag. | 


oO ot OR 1 
8b. 


Think your candy Moor is true, | 
| Pretty Agnes | Ae 
"tf I wiſh for * but you 1. 
| his it is, dear Agnes! 
'Tis to bear the 7 tinking, 
While the Iufly wine I'm drinking,  - _ 
Nothing more, dear Agnes! 
Tink a tink the nuſic goes, 
While the gugling liquor flows ; 
_ Gugling, gugling, glug a plug, 


. Gugling, gugling. 75 a glug ; 


| Glug a plug, dear Agnes! 
| Glug a glug, dear Agnes. 


. n win n dread oh then, 
85 Pretty Agnes | 
I cou'd raiſe tbem ſoon ain ; - C2088 
| Tus I'd d, dear Agnes TY 
'  Tanwney Moor, when you were finking, 
, Should refreſb you, ſcueet, with drinking ; 
athing nes dear Agnes 1 
Nin a tink, Oc. | - 


inden . with wine, AP. 

| Pretty Agnes | Fa" 

The aye, too, moiflen mine, * 2 
* 5 e Are 


. 


* 


GI 


And 720 they dried with wind and REN WY 
| Then we'd join our lips together ; 
Nothing more, "dear Agnes. 
7 ini a tink, &c. 7 4 


An. Mercy, here's a goodly company. The 
Les Zorayda ! Oh happy day! 


Sadi. And my old maſter, the Moor, by all the 
Saints in the calendar. 


Vir. Peace. Now thou meer'ſt all friends, let 
that content thee. 
Sadi. An a man bent content when he meets all 


his friends, I know not what will content him ; 


and that friends may not funder again, here comes 


| a whole poſſe of Goatherds at our heels, going 


their rounds toward the foot of the mountain. 


O4, Then, my Floranthe, let's Gag. 
them ; 


. Forget our troubles and our ſorrows paſt, | 
And bleſs the happy chance that thus has caus'd 


This bliſsful meeting, 
And led us thro' love's leafy labyrinth, | 


Enter Goatherds, ſinging. 

FINALE 

10. G. 4. 52 Goat ber ds 5 e along, 
er the mountain bleak and brewwn, 


Meri we troll the ſong, | 
Till we reach the diflant town, 


Chor. A. we Goatherds, c. 


With ſerip and bags of wine that ſmile; 
The dreary journey to beguile, + 
Thr.* cold and heat, thro ſun and ſnow, 
e fing io market as we go. 


— 


Chor. Wit ſerip, Go, . 
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Each a female by his ſidle. 
Wedded wife or wiſh d-for bride, 
Cheerily deſcends the dale, 
Whiſpring ſoft a true love tale. 


4 


- Chor. „As ave Goat ds, De. | „ 


Bleft be eu'ry faithful pair, 
May no rigid Siazs controul, 
In the boſoms of the fair, 
Dye pure emotions f the foul, ; 
Chor. As we Goatherds 24 along, | 
Te | Ofer the mountain bleak and brown, 
Merrily wwe troll the ſong, ] | 
Till ave reach the diſtant tonun-. 
„ . Extun. on. 


. rOLLOWING, i N 


DRAMATIC PIECES 
| May be had of | 
THOMAS M*DONNEL, þ 
NO, 50, ESSEX-STREET. 
TC TS 
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The HAUNTED TOWER, a Comic Opera. 
The HIGHLAND REEL. . 

PRIGSof LAUREL. | | mY 
SP 0 

The PRISONER at LARGE. &\5Y 2 OK zr, 
The YO UAKER. 1 
The POOR SOLDIER. ; ba 
WILD OATS. Os Ke he 5 
The SWORD of or Wan 


| 2 FRAILTIES 
The CRITIC. 

The GOVERNESS. By Mur. su EAD. ng 
The LAW of LOMBARDY. | 8 4 
JULIA 3 the ITALIN x | 
, now = A. By * 
The COUNT of NAR- 

BONNE. 

ARTHUR and EMMELINE, a Muſical "Tel 
| FALSE COLOURS, a Comedy. 
The MIDNIGHT WANDERERS, a Comic Opera. 
The CHILD of NATURE, Comedy. 
HARVEST HOME, a Mufical Drama. 
MARY QUEEN of SCOTS, a Traged y. 
The DISTRESSED BARONET, « Comedy. 
FALSE APPEARANCES, a Comedy. 
The REGENT, a Tragedy. | 
The PILGRIM, a Comedy. pl 
The RIVAL SISTERS a rgeth 5 „ 
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